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Fozewozp 


This  memoir  is  about  a  person,  a  man,  that  lived  a  life  through  three  different 
countries  on  three  different  continents.  Those  were  three  different  life  styles, 
different  phases  of  his  life.  These  were,  every  time,  like  living  in  a  different  world. 
He  was  bom  in  Hungary,  in  Europe.  There  was  a  matter  of  plain  survival  during  the 
Second  World  War.  Then  he  moved  to  Israel,  which  is  in  the  Middle  East,  Asia,  to 
build  a  new  country.  But  instead,  as  a  young  adult,  he  was  building  a  family  life. 
Some  fifteen  years  later  he  moved  again  to  North  America,  to  the  US,  where  he  was 
struggling  to  sustain  himself,  while  expanding  his  family.  The  following  story  is  a 
succession  of  everyday  happenings  in  later  life  and  a  remembrance  of  past  episodes. 
It  is  a  randomly  presented  series  of  mosaics,  as  life  is.  This  is  a  genuine  exercise  in 
survival,  not  only  physically  just  to  stay  alive,  but  mentally,  psychologically  and 
socially  as  well  to  live  a  decent,  acceptable  existence. 
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PROLOGUE. 


I  figured,  once  I  start  to  write,  it  will  go:  the  thoughts  and  the  words  just  will  flow 
and  the  book  will  be  written  in  no  time.  After  all,  only  a  number  of  years,  maybe  six  but 
probably  more  went  by  from  the  time  I  seriously  got  the  urge  to  write.  Only  another  six 
months  went  by  since  I  bought  the  computer  with  the  word  processor,  which  is  -  of 
course  -  the  necessary  requirement  to  have  in  order  to  do  the  writing.  ..Or  the  excuse  that 
without  it,  it  was  really  not  feasible  to  do  it,  what  else  would  anybody  expect?  Just 
because  people  were  writing  for  ages,  including  books,  many  thousands  of  people  many 
thousands  of  books  and  even  before  the  typewriter  was  ever  invented,  it  does  not  mean  a 
thing,  or  does  it?  But,  we  have  to  admit,  it  is  much  easier  with  those  gadgets  of  our 
modem  technology  and  we  do  live  in  the  time  of  make  things  easy,  at  least  that  is  being 
advertised.  So,  then,  I  might  as  well. 

Well,  what  is  the  book  about?  What  else,  my  life,  ..rather  I  should  say  it  is  about 
the  experiences  I  went  through  in  my  life,  or  let’s  say  in  my  three  lives,  that  is.  Some 
years  ago,  maybe  ten  or  probably  more,  with  a  good  friend,  lady  friend  to  be  sure,  we 
talked  about  life  and  other  things.  Her  name  was  Joan.  We  learned  each  other's 
"history".  She  was  bom  in  the  very  same  city  where  we  were  chatting  at  the  time,  but  in 
the  Italian  section  on  the  west  side.  Although  now,  we  both  were  living  in  a  different 
neighborhood:  the  suburb  of  that  city,  on  the  south  east.  In  between  time,  she  moved 
around  a  number  of  locations  between  the  east  and  the  west  of  this  vast  country  of  the 
United  States.  She  has  returned  to  her  home  town.  She  learned  in  the  course  of  our 
discussions  that  I  was  bom  on  one  continent,  lived  some  fifteen  years  on  another 
continent  and  now  make  my  living  on  a  third  continent.  Three  comers  of  our  planet  earth 
representing  three  very  different  worlds  -  when  she  suddenly  acclaimed:  "so  like  you 
have  had  three  lives  you  lived.  That  is  something  you  could  tell  about  it".  And  the  idea 
of  the  story  telling,  writing  a  book  about  my  life  was  conceived. 


1 


So,  three  lives,  and  we  are  not  talking  about  supernatural,  such  as  previous  life  or 
after  life,  or  different  life  forms,  or  any  gho-o-ost  stories,  mystical  things  like  that,  oh  not 
at  all.  Although,  I  have  to  say,  my  friend,  she  does  believe  in  this  sort  of  stuff.  She 
thinks,  that  not  necessarily  everybody,  but  some  people  like  herself  has  lived  before,  ages 
ago.  She  does  not  know,  when  and  where  and  how  except  that  she  was  a  male.  Why  not, 
sounds  like  fun.  However,  not  me,  I  don't  think  in  terms  of  reincarnation.  I  am  talking 
about  one  being,  the  very  same  of  me,  changing  places  to  live  -  strictly  geographically 
speaking.  The  one  life  starting  somewhere  in  this  earthly  world,  moving  along  and 
coming  to  another  one:  like  the  "new  world",  a  different  country,  society  and  life  style. 
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1.  THE  GENESIS. 


It  was  the  years  of  the  great  depression,  in  the  late  1 920’s,  December  1,  1928  to  be 
exact,  when  I  became  an  addition  to  my  parents  and  to  this  world;  more  specifically  my 
"old  world",  Budapest,  the  capital  city  of  Hungary,  that  is.  It  was  on  a  very  severe  winter 
day.  As  my  father  put  it:  I  was  an  unexpected  plus.  The  family  chronicle  recorded  the 
event  when  my  father  went  to  the  hospital  to  visit  my  mother  and  was  anxious  to  find  out 
whether  she  delivered.  When  he  was  inquiring  about  it  at  the  information  desk  the 
answer  was  yes.  He  questioned:  "...  and,  well,  what  is  it,  a  boy  or  a  girl?"  The  nurse, 
kind  of  humorously,  answered  back:  “whichever  you  would  want”.  My  father  did  not 
really  see  the  humor  in  it  by  reacting:  "what  do  you  mean?  You  mean  a  boy  and  a  girl, 
two  of  them!  Oh  no!"  But  that  was  the  case.  I  was  introduced  to  the  outside  world 
fifteen  minutes  later  following  my  sister.  From  that  time  on,  my  "older"  sister  was 
labeled  to  be  the  pushy  one,  and  I  was  the  lazy  one.  That  was  just  one  of  the  stigmas  that 
did  not  hold  up  with  time,  along  with  the  many  other  myths  associated  with  us,  as  twins. 
Since  my  brother,  who  joined  the  family  and  the  world  population  five  years  earlier,  there 
was  already  a  boy  in  the  family,  a  girl  was  in  order  in  a  "normal"  balanced  family.  So  an 
additional  boy  was  just  an  extra.  Oh,  well,  but  here  I  was,  and  I  did  not  plan  to  go  away, 
but  to  survive  for  the  next  seventy  plus  some  years,  to  start  out  with.  Talking  about 
survival,  the  first  test  apparently  came  soon  as  the  story  was  told.  I  was  barely  six  weeks 
old,  when  I  was  introduced  to  some  ice  cream  by  our  nanny.  My  stomach  did  not 
appreciate  it  and  there  was  a  "close  call".  I  had  to  be  rushed  to  the  hospital  for  counter 
measures  to  the  almost  fatal  kindness  of  the  person  supposed  to  protect  me  and  know 
better.  (I  do  not  know  what  happened  to  her,  but  regardless,  to  sue  for  such  "mistakes" 
was  not  in  style  at  that  time).  It  turns  out  that  survival  did  become  an  all  important 
ingredient  in  the  following  years  and  decades. 

At  that  time  the  world  still  was  "looking  forward"  to  overcome  the  great 
depression,  which  did  not  hit  the  United  States  alone.  My  mother  was  still  complaining 
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some  fifty  years  later  that  my  father  never  was  a  successful  businessman.  Sure  enough, 
he  lost  lots  of  money  on  the  stock  market,  trying  his  fortune  by  investing  in  stocks  at  the 
worst  times.  "What  else  would  you  expect  of  him,  he  who  never  knew  how  to  handle 
money  and  to  provide  enough  to  us.  Sure,  he  felt  obligated  to  take  care  of  his  side  of  the 
family:  his  brother,  sister  and  so  on.  Thus,  no  wonder,  the  years  of  paying  off  his  venture 
on  the  stock  market  did  not  leave  much  for  his  wife  and  children".  Of  course,  for  that 
matter,  my  father  had  his  side  of  the  complaint  about  being  cheated  out  by  never 
receiving  the  dowry  he  was  promised.  Not  even  mentioning  the  open  secret  that  he  really 
was  in  love  with  and  wanted  to  marry  my  mother's  younger  sister,  who  was  beautiful,  and 
by  all  account  was  quite  a  flirt.  Except,  he  could  not  marry  the  younger  daughter  before 
the  older  one.  At  that  time  and  age  it  just  could  not  happen. 

Both  of  my  parents  were  from  Hungarian  Jewish  families.  My  father  was  bom  in 
Budapest,  but  his  ancestors  of  at  least  three  generations  originated  from  a  small  town 
somewhat  west  of  Budapest.  They  were  mostly  merchants  and  transporters.  My 
grandfather  died  before  I  was  bom  and  my  grandmother  lived  in  a  small  apartment  close 
to  us.  We  visited  her  many  times  and  I  liked  her.  My  father  was  a  civil  engineer,  but  he, 
took  over  and  managed  a  family  business  of  transporting  heavy  machinery.  It  belonged 
to  one  of  his  uncles  who  died.  My  father  felt  obligated  to  continue  the  family  business 
and  to  use  it  also  to  help  his  family  members.  My  mother  complained  about  this,  too. 

My  father  had  a  sister,  who  was  married  twice  and  had  two  daughters.  One  of  the 
daughters  (from  the  first  husband)  was  mentally  ill,  retarded,  and  lived  in  an  institution. 
We  visited  them  many  times.  The  other  daughter,  older  by  a  few  years  than  I  was,  once, 
took  me  to  the  toilet  to  assist  me  to  pee  when  I  was  maybe  five  or  six  years  old.  The  poor 
thing  got  spanked  for  it,  and  I  did  not  understand  why.  She  just  wanted  to  help.  My 
father  also  had  a  younger  brother  who  was  a  doctor  and  was  married,  but  no  children.  He 
was  a  kind,  easy  going  and  lovely  man.  During  World  War  I,  my  father  was  in  the 
Austro-Hungarian  Army,  as  an  artillery  observer.  He  used  to  tell  the  story  about  flying  as 
an  observer  in  a  plane.  These  were  small,  open  and  very  flimsy  planes  at  the  time  and  he 
was  terrified.  He  thought  it  was  giving  him  (and  me,  too)  the  fear  of  heights.  On  my 
mother's  side,  her  father  was  a  general  physician.  He  was  a  strict,  but  jovial  older  man,  a 
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kind  grandfather.  But  her  mother  was  somewhat  of  a  witch.  They  were  bom  in 
Budapest,  which  is  all  I  know  about  their  origin.  My  mother  had  a  twin  sister  who  was  a 
painter  and  artistic  photographer  and  lived  in  Paris.  At  that  time  she  was  like  being  a 
bohemian  and  we  did  not  talk  about  her.  Then  she  had  a  younger  sister,  who  had  a  son, 
3-4  years  younger  than  L  I  liked  to  visit  them  because  he  had  a  model  electric  train  we 
could  play  with.  When  I  was  about  ten  or  eleven,  they  left  the  country  and  eventually 
settled  in  Argentina.  My  mother  had  a  brother  as  well,  who  stayed  a  bachelor  and  had 
asthma.  He  was  carrying  a  camera  case,  where  he  kept  his  pump.  I  was  thinking  for  a 
long  time  that  he  just  always  carried  a  camera.  He  was  a  dentist,  but  never  practiced.  He 
was  busy  playing  the  horse  races. 

So:  my  father  and  mother  ended  up  to  be  married  to  each  other  for  the  rest  of  their 
lives  while  praising  each  other  on  the  open  and  carrying  animosity  underneath.  I  guess 
that  was  the  norm  of  their  generation,  which  is  not  my  norm.  However,  I  am  glad  they 
did  get  married,  so  I  was  conceived  and  I  came  to  exist  to  be  me  and  not  someone  else. 
Some  ideas  and  strange  thoughts  about  the  complexity  of  life  might  come  to  question 
with  no  clear  answers  provided.  What  if  they  did  not  come  together,  and  enjoyed  (I 
hope)  some  intimate  moments,  resulting  in  the  birth  of  me  and  my  twin  sister  for  that 
matter.  We  were  bom  only  some  seven  months  into  our  mother's  pregnancy.  I  never 
figured  out  what  was  the  hurry,  other  than  maybe  not  enough  room  to  share. 

Nevertheless,  that  is  where  the  exercise  in  survival  started,  barely  making  it  with  a  weight 
of  hardly  four  pounds  for  my  sister  and  even  less  for  me.  Well,  it  could  be  a  loss  for  the 
world  and  especially  for  me,  of  course,  by  not  being.  It  turned  out  to  be  otherwise  as 
these  lines  testify.  Although  life  has  offered  struggle,  lots  of  it.  There  were  some  bad 
times  and  some  good  times,  failures  and  successes,  ups  and  downs,  sadness  and 
happiness  and  anywhere  in  between.  I  guess  that  is  what  life  is  about  for  most  of  us  to 
some  degree. 

My  memory  goes  back  faintly  before  my  sixth  years  of  age.  I  do  have  some 
mental  pictures  of  my  father’s  office  being  part  of  the  apartment.  There  are  some  images 
of  rearranged  and  overturned  chairs  used  as  forts.  I  do  remember  with  my  twin  sister 
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most  of  the  time  playing  together,  fighting  occasionally,  but  being  like  a  team  or  unit.  I 
do  not  remember  much  about  my  brother  except  that  he  was  around.  I  do  remember  that 
I  played  with  my  sister  doctor  and  patient,  when  I  was  a  doctor  and  I  was  examining  her. 

I  was  not  sure  why  my  parents  were  angry  at  us,  when  it  was  reported  to  them.  My 
memory  is  much  clearer  when  we  moved  for  a  year  outside  the  big  city  of  Budapest.  We 
were  sick  many  times,  we  had  all  the  child  illnesses  passing  from  one  to  the  other.  The 
doctor  recommended  that  it  might  be  good  for  us  if  we  made  the  move  to  get  away  from 
the  city.  There  was  more  fresh  country  air,  which  was  supposed  to  help  us.  It  was  during 
our  first  year  of  going  to  elementary  school.  My  sister,  Zsuzsi  and  I  went  to  the  same 
class  as  it  was  a  typical  coed  country  school.  Either  case,  one  day  she  did  get  sick,  after 
all.  She  had  a  serious  one,  I  think  it  was  scarlet  fewer.  We  did  have  a  red  tag  on  our  door 
indicating  contagious  sickness  in  the  house.  Well,  I  went  to  school  and  I  was  asked  what 
sickness  my  sister  had.  I  did  tell  the  teacher  and  I  was  sent  home  immediately,  but  my 
parents  were  not,  too  happy  about  it.  Despite  my  sister’s  sickness  and  her  breaking  her 
arm  and  being  in  a  cast  for  some  six  weeks,  I  think  those  were  happy  times.  We  enjoyed 
the  freedom  of  running  around.  I  don’t  think  my  brother,  Laci  was,  too  happy.  I 
remember  him  having  trouble  in  school  and  my  mother  chasing  him  around  and  around 
the  house  trying  to  catch  him.  She  was  throwing  the  French  and  other  text  books  at  him 
and  giving  him  a  hard  time.  The  year  passed  and  we  moved  back  to  the  city.  Our  new 
apartment  was  in  the  center  of  the  Pest  side.  It  was  in  the  VI  (Sixth)  District,  at  One 
Hunyady  Square,  next  to  Andrassy  Boulvard.,  and  close  to  Terez  Ring.  The  apartment 
was  on  the  third  floor,  it  had  three  rooms  looking  out  onto  the  square,  and  a  hallway, 
kitchen  and  utilities.  I  lived  there  some  12  years,  almost  until  I  left  Hungary,  except  for 
some  months  at  the  end  of  World  War  EL  It  was  a  fairly  comfortable  place  to  live,  and  it 
was  well  located  in  the  city. 

As  we  were  growing  we  became  gradually  more  and  more  aware  that  we  were 
Jewish  and  that  it  was  not  a  preferred  existence.  Although  we  were  not  religious  at  all, 
still  the  fact  was  that  we  were  a  minority  under  certain  constrains.  We  had  some 
restrictions  and  were  prejudged,  even  hated,  by  some  people.  Some  called  us  dirty  Jews, 
Christ  killers,  and  so  on.  We  started  feeling  it  more  and  more,  but  we  learned  also  to  live 
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with  it.  However,  we  also  sometime  questioned  why,  why  were  we  different  and  why  we 
deserved  the  crappy  treatment.  Sometime,  we  also  wished  we  were  bom  Christians,  but 
we  knew  it  was  not  possible  and  we  certainly  had  no  intention  to  convert.  It  would  not 
help  anyway.  So,  we  just  accepted  it  and  tried  to  cope  with  the  situation. 

Although  after  elementary  school  Zsuzsi  and  I  enrolled  and  went  into  different 
schools  we  still  were  like  one  entity  in  lots  of  our  activities.  We  played  the  twins  even  on 
some  performance  on  a  Purim  (a  Jewish  holiday)  celebration.  We  were  dressed  very 
much  alike  and  my  father  wrote  a  little  poem.  We  appeared  and  presented  ourselves.  It 
was  a  success.  We  had  the  same  group  of  kids  for  friends  that  we  got  together  with  after 
school.  With  time  in  later  years,  we  formed  a  so  called  cultural  circle,  where  we 
organized  book  readings  and  discussions.  We  also  prepared  and  performed  theater  plays. 
I  remember  on  one  of  the  shows,  it  was  a  scene  from  Edmond  Rostand’s  “Cyrano  de 
Bergerac”.  The  main  character  had  a  monologue:  “...A  large  nose  is  the  mark  of  a  witty, 
courteous,  affable,  generous,  and  liberal  man.  ...”  and  so  on.  It  was  presented  with  one 
projector  from  the  back  illuminating  the  actor.  I  was  at  the  projector,  and  my  sister  was 
supposed  to  turn  it  on  for  me.  But  it  stayed  completely  dark  and  my  sister  did  not  turn  it 
on.  I  (and  everybody  else)  was  waiting  and  nothing  happened.  Finally  in  the  dark  and 
completely  silent  I  called  out  from  the  back:  “Zsu,  turn  the  projector  on!”  Of  course 
there  was  a  big  laugh,  but  the  show  continued.  I  am  not  sure  the  exact  years  when  some 
of  these  events  occurred  and  how  old  we  were,  but  we  grew  and  started  going  our  own 
ways.  Even  in  sickness,  although  earlier  I  followed  my  sister,  and  sometime  even  our 
brother  followed  us  in  children  illnesses,  later  we  had  our  own.  At  one  point  Zsu  got  a 
serious  case  of  pneumonia.  She  was  so  sick  that  she  did  not  even  eat  the  banana,  which 
at  that  time  and  place  was  a  very  expensive  and  really  big  treat.  I  got  the  benefit  of  eating 
it,  but  it  was  not  that  tasty  because  of  my  worry  about  her.  She  pulled  through  and  I  did 
not  get  the  pneumonia  at  all.  But,  I  was  getting  infections  in  my  throat-tonsillitis- 
frequently.  So,  I  was  operated  on  and  my  tonsils  were  removed.  I  was  told  that  I  was 
very  heroic  as  being  fully  awake  during  the  operation  and  did  not  need  to  stay  in  the 
hospital  more  than  a  couple  of  hours.  I  do  remember  enjoying  the  ice  cream  I  received 
during  my  recuperation  at  home  and  the  attention  given  to  me  from  visiting  relatives  and 
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friends.  I  had  have  another  “medical’  problem  of  more  permanent  and  serious  nature.  I 
was  relatively  small,  as  a  matter  of  fact  the  smallest  in  the  class.  At  the  same  time  I  was 
the  oldest,  since  the  cutoff  date  for  our  school  was  September  1  st.  Of  course  there  were 
many  remarks  referring  to  my  smallness,  like  “tail”  (which  in  Hungarian  also  refers  to  the 
penis).  Of  course  it  did  not  make  me  feel  good,  but  there  was  nothing  I  could  do  about  it, 
so  I  just  shrugged  it  off.  My  parents  talked  to  doctors  and  thought  it  was  something  with 
my  hormones.  To  try  a  remedy  I  was  getting  a  long  series  of  injections,  week  after  week. 
It  was  given  to  me  by  my  uncle.  However,  it  did  not  help.  I  just  learned  to  live  with  it 
and  as  I  grew  up  it  did  not  matter  that  much,  although  it  was  not  ever  to  my  advantage. 

In  later  years,  when  I  was  17,  with  a  friend  of  mine  who  was  only  16  years  old  but  taller 
than  I,  we  wanted  to  go  to  the  movies.  We  wanted  to  see  a  picture  which  was  restricted 
to  16  years  or  older  and  they  did  not  want  to  let  me  in  because  the  attendant  thought  that 
we  switched  identifications. 

When  I  became  a  teenager,  13  years  old,  I  did  have  my  Bar  Mitzvah  just  like 
every  Jewish  boy.  Mine  was  held  in  a  very  small  chapel  that  was  only  some  four  houses 
from  the  house  where  we  lived.  I  do  remember  the  rabbi,  who  was  a  very  friendly,  older, 
and  jovial  person.  He  taught  me  the  routine  and  held  the  service.  Following  this,  there 
was  an  extended  birthday  party  with  lots  of  my  friends,  and  even  relatives  participating. 
There  was  even  my  favorite  desert:  chestnut-puree  with  whipped  cream  on  top.  This  is 
when  I  established  my  library  with  all  the  books  I  received  along  with  other  nice  presents. 
That  is  when  I  started  somewhat  separating  from  my  twin  sister.  At  that  time  girls  did 
not  have  Bat  Mitzvah;  this  was  not  customary  at  all.  Zsuzsi,  actually,  did  not  go  to  full- 
fledged  high  school  but  only  the  equivalent  of  middle  school.  She  followed  that  with 
special  language  and  business  schools,  as  the  years  went  by. 

In  the  meantime,  on  the  big  picture,  Hitler  was  in  his  big  move.  Hitler  did  not 
only  take  over  as  head  of  Germany  and  became  it’s  most  infamous  leader,  but  he 
projected  his  shadow  over  all  Europe.  He  rose  to  be  Chancellor  of  Germany  when  I  was 
five  years  old,  in  1933.  He  organized  the  so  called  Kristalnacht,  attacking  Jews  in 
Germany,  and  invaded  and,  took  over  Austria  when  I  was  10  years  old.  A  year  later,  on 
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September  1,  1939  Hitler  and  his  army  attacked  Poland  and  started  World  War  H  Six 
months  before  my  Bar  Mitzvah  Germany  attacked  the  Soviet  Union,  bringing  the  war 
much  closer  to  us  and  just  about  on  my  Bar  Mitzvah  Japan  attacked  Pearl  Harbor  in 
Hawaii  (and  by  that  the  United  States),  expanding  the  war  to  the  whole  world.  Although 
many  thousands,  even  millions  of  people  were  dying,  and  the  world  was  in  flames  all 
over,  we  continued  our  life  as  usual  in  fairly  even  scale. 

There  were  many  thousands  of  Jewish  people  were  dragged  away,  shot  or  gassed 
to  be  killed,  or  put  in  concentration  camps  to  do  hard  work  under  terrible  conditions.  The 
Holocaust  was  already  in  progress,  it  was  in  full  rage,  but  we  elected  not  to  know  about 
it,  to  ignore  it  and  continue  our  life  as  usual.  Not  that  we  could  help  or  do  much  about  it, 
but  we  should  have  been  aware  of  it.  We  could  prepare  ourselves  and  maybe  come  up 
with  something  to  act.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  was  told  after  a  war  that  it  was  discussed 
within  the  family  to  go  and  settle  in  Palestine,  but  my  father  did  not  have  enough  money 
for  the  boat  tickets.  It  was  mentioned  as  what  if  . . .  ,  but  the  what  if  never  materialized.  I 
remember  someone  came  up  with  the  story  that  in  Poland  they  were  shooting  thousands 
of  Jews  and  they  were  bringing  wagons  where  they  were  using  gas  to  kill  many 
thousands  more.  We  dismissed  the  account  like  it  was  not  our  business.  We  stated  that  it 
could  happen  in  Poland,  but  it  will  never  occur  “here”  in  Hungary,  “our  country”.  We 
continued  to  live  with  that  illusion. 

The  war  raged  around  us  and  we  were  like  observers,  at  first.  Although  we 
started  noticing  since  food  items  were  rationed,  and  shortages  appeared.  There  were  men 
in  the  military  fighting  far  away  on  the  Russian  front.  There  were  casualties.  There  were 
Jewish  people  that  served  in  the  military  as  work-servers  (or  forced  laborers).  Their 
weapon  was  the  shovel  instead  of  rifle  and  they  had  a  rough,  troubled  time.  Sometime  in 
1 942-43  we  were  ordered  to  darken  the  city.  I,  took  advantage  of  it  and  created  a  small 
enterprise  by  fabricating  and  installing  shades  for  the  windows  to  provide  the  darkening. 

I  made  a  little  extra  money  with  it.  There  were  occasional  air  raids.  However,  the  dark 
clouds  started  covering  the  sky  more  and  more.  And,  when  the  time  came  in  the  spring 
of  1944  the  storm  came  with  a  vengeance.  That  is  when  we  desperately  needed  every  bit 
of  instinct  for  mere  physical  survival.  We  needed  plenty  of  strength,  will,  and  lots  of 
luck.  Many  thousands  did  not  have  it,  and  hundreds  of  thousands  perished. 
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2.  VACATION  IN  ISRAEL. 


Five  years  went  by,  so  far,  and  we  survived  our  venture  of  coming  to  the  United 
States  pretty  well.  Actually,  although  there  were  some  glitches  along  the  way,  it  was  not 
difficult  at  all.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  had  fun  and  were  fitting  quite  well  into  and 
enjoying  the  regular  middle-class  life  style  of  the  American  way,  of  the  late  sixties  that  is. 
Either  way,  our  original  plan  of  coming  to  America  for  four  years  had  been  extended 
indefinitely.  There  was  no  timetable  for  our  return  to  Israel.  To  be  sure,  we  still  had  the 
intention  of  returning,  but  with  no  specific  time  on  our  minds.  Nevertheless,  we  felt  the 
time  arrived  for  a  visit  at  the  least,  back  "home",  so  to  speak.  Even  more  so,  since  it 
would  soon  be  a  year  since  our  first-born  son.  Gaby,  had  returned  to  Israel.  Gaby  was 
bom  in  Israel.  He  was  a  real  Sabra.  (Sabra  is  a  fruit  that  grows  in  Israel.  It  is  a 
subtropical  fruit  that  grows  pretty  much  in  the  wild  by  itself.  It  is  like  a  good  size  peach 
and  has  thorns  outside,  but  nice  and  sweet  inside.  It  is  sold  on  the  streets  by  youngsters. 
They  cut  it  up  for  you.  Those  that  are  bom  in  Israel  are  called  Sabras,  for  some  reason.) 

It  worked  out  just  right  for  him. 

Gaby  started  high  school  here  in  the  States,  right  after  we  immigrated.  It  was  like 
a  complete  unit  from  the  beginning  to  the  end  since  four  years  later  he  graduated  from 
Monroe  High  School.  Gaby,  took  literally  our  original  intention  and  even  if  we  did  not, 
he  decided  to  do  so  on  his  own.  He  figured,  he  was  joining  his  friends  and  going  into  the 
service,  like  them.  He  worked  a  couple  of  months  in  construction  to  make  some  money 
for  a  trip  through  Europe.  It  was  late  September  1968,  when  the  time  came  for  him  to  get 
on  the  plane.  He  still  needed  the  visa  for  France,  so  he  and  I  flew  to  New  York  City 
ahead,  early  in  the  morning.  We  made  it  all  right.  He  got  the  visa,  we  saw  a  little  of  New 
York  and  we  were  at  the  airport  on  time.  Chana  and  Ethan  were  supposed  to  join  us  at 
Kennedy  airport  in  the  late  afternoon,  just  before  his  departure.  Ethan  was  our  newest 
son,  barely  10  months  old.  However,  Chana  did  not  only  arrive,  she  left  Rochester  "with 
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style".  It  so  happened  that  when  she  got  to  the  airport  she  discovered  neither  having  her 
purse  with  her,  nor  having  consequently  the  tickets.  So  she  drove  back  home,  where  she 
found  two  policemen  at  the  door,  with  her  purse,  looking  for  her.  It  turned  out,  as  she  put 
Ethan  in  the  car,  she  put  her  purse  with  the  tickets  on  top  of  the  car, ...  and  she  left  it 
there.  It  fell  off  the  car  as  she  turned  on  Monroe  Avenue,  one  block  away.  Someone 
found  it  and  gave  it  to  the  police,  who  came  to  return  it.  So  Chana  just  cried  out  that  she 
had  to  catch  the  plane  as  her  older  son  was  leaving  the  country  and  she  would  not  see  him 
for  who  knows  how  long.  The  policemen,  feeling  sorry  for  her,  told  Chana  to  get  in  her 
car  and  follow  them.  With  the  screeching  sirens,  and  flashing  lights  they  raced  back  to 
the  airport  and  caught  the  plane  just  as  it  was  ready  to  leave.  So  with  Chana  and  Ethan, 
we  all  could  say  "good-by"  to  Gaby.  He  made  a  few  stopovers,  spending  a  few  days  in 
London,  Paris,  Frankfurt,  and  Prague,  on  the  way  as  he  was  returning  to  his  homeland. 

He  was  back  “home”.  We  still  had  our  apartment  there,  the  one  we  left  five  years  earlier. 
It  was  rented  out  from  time  to  time.  It  did  provide  Gaby  a  place  where  he  could  stay  and 
live.  However,  in  a  few  months  time,  our  son  was  drafted  as  expected  and  he  was  serving 
in  the  Israeli  military.  Now  he  was  an  Israeli  soldier. 

At  this  point  of  our  arrival  for  the  visit  Gaby  already  had  completed  his  basic 
training  and  started  his  preliminary  training  as  a  pilot.  (However,  Gaby  never  made  it  to 
be  a  pilot.  He  failed  the  final  test.  But,  he  did  make  it  to  be  a  commando  officer).  No 
wonder  we  missed  Gaby  and  we  were  very  anxious  to  see  him,  even  if  it  was  less  than  a 
year  since  he  left  us.  But,  after  all,  five  years  had  gone  by  since  we  left  Israel,  and  we 
were  missing  the  family,  our  old  friends,  and  Israel  the  place  as  well.  It  did  not  take,  too 
much  effort  to  convince  ourselves,  there  were  plenty  of  good  reasons  to  spend  our 
summer  vacation  at  the  place  that  was  still  our  home  land. 

Pretty  soon  the  travel  plans  were  formalized.  We  arranged  the  documents  we 
needed.  We  renewed  our  Israeli  passport.  Health  certificates  had  to  be  obtained  to  show 
that  we  had  our  shots.  An  international  drivers  license  needed  to  be  obtained,  just  in  case 
we  wanted  to  rent  a  car  while  there.  At  this  stage  we  had  our  "Green  Card",  the  alien 
registration  identification  to  prove  that  we  are  permanent  residents.  So  we  could  return  to 
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the  USA.  And  not  the  least,  shopping  for  the  best  deal  to  find  the  favorable  travel  dates 
within  the  vacation  times  each  of  us  could  take.  That  was  some  two  months  for  Chana 
and  two  weeks  for  me.  Thus,  through  the  Israeli  Student  Organization,  we  booked  our 
airline  tickets  on  chartered  flights. 

The  coming  months  were  busy,  of  course,  with  preparation  for  the  trip.  In  the 
center  of  the  activity  was  shopping,  mostly  for  presents,  and  figuring  out  what  to  take. 
The  question  was  two  fold:  something  the  recipient  would  like,  and  what  was  worthwhile 
as  well.  Worthwhile  meaning  something  of  value  that  cost  much  less  to  buy  here  than 
there.  Such  things  definitely  included  electrical  stuff,  but  that  was  not  easy.  Not  only  the 
electrical  voltage  and  cycle  were  different  between  the  two  countries,  but  you  had  to  cope 
with  potentially  high  customs  tariffs  as  well.  So,  you  tried  to  figure  out  how  to  avoid 
paying  the  custom  fees  altogether.  That  is,  by  hiding  the  items:  take  them  out  of  the 
packaging,  distribute  the  pieces  between  the  cloth  articles  and/or  make  them  look  like 
used.  We  were  trying  to  measure  how  much  risk  it  was  worth  to  take.  Upon  being 
caught  we  would  end  up  paying  more  than  double,  adding  the  fine  to  the  customs  fees. 
We  compiled  the  list  of  the  presents  for  all  the  family  members  and  friends  the  best  we 
could  and  within  the  limitation  of  our  budget  and  how  much  we  were  allowed  to  take  on 
the  flight.  Chana  is  an  artist  when  it  comes  to  packing.  She  is  able  to  utilize  every  tiny 
bit  of  available  space  and  to  protect  what  is  breakable.  The  fully  loaded  suitcases 
contained  very  little  of  our  own  clothes  and  belongings. 

Finally,  the  school  year  came  to  an  end.  Chana's  summer  vacation  started,  since 
she  was  a  teacher  teaching  Hebrew  in  Beth  El,  a  Jewish  "Sunday  School".  She  was  ready 
to  take  off.  Indeed,  D-day  for  her  was  the  following  Sunday.  She  was  to  be  accompanied 
by  our  second  son  Ethan,  who  was  a  year  and  a  half  old  at  that  time.  He  was  an 
American  bom,  contrary  to  Gaby.  As  it  turned  out,  she  also  carried  inside  her  our  third 
son,  Dani.  Chana  was  three  months  pregnant  at  that  time.  She  was  joking  around  saying 
she  fooled  the  airline  by  paying  only  for  two  tickets  while  there  were  three  persons.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  it  was  only  one  ticket  and  a  half  as  toddlers  paid  half  price.  Anyway,  on 
her  D-day,  we  piled  into  our  fairly  new  Buick  Special  and  headed  to  New  York  City,  to 
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the  J.F.K.  airport.  On  Interstate  81,  newly  completed,  between  Syracuse  and  Binghamton 
our  fun  was  spoiled  in  the  form  of  a  speeding  ticket  going  down  a  hill.  The  Buick  was 
going  well,  and  did  not  have  any  difficulty  hitting  85  miles  per  hour.  The  thing  is,  getting 
caught  early  in  the  trip  slows  you  down  for  the  whole  trip  back  and  forth.  This  was  a  real 
spoiler.  We  still  made  it  in  less  than  seven  hours,  plenty  of  time  to  spare  to  check  in,  go 
through  the  security  check,  walk  around  the  airport,  to  eat  and  to  say  a  long  good  bye: 
"have  a  good  trip".  On  my  part,  as  soon  as  Chana  "plus"  and  Ethan  disappeared  toward 
the  plane  to  fly  some  eight  thousands  miles  east,  I,  took  off  in  the  opposite  direction  on 
my  wheels,  some  370  miles  west  back  to  Rochester.  Although  my  plans  were  to  stop  on 
the  way  in  a  motel  for  a  good  sleep,  I  drove  back  to  Rochester  all  the  way  straight 
through.  At  first  I  did  not  find  any  vacancy,  and  then  I  was  well  over  half  way  back  by 
the  time  the  first  vacancy  sign  appeared.  So,  might  as  well  just  kept  going  until  I  got 
home  to  sleep  in  my  own  bed.  The  next  day  I  was  back  to  work,  although  somewhat  late 
and  sleepy. 

My  D-day  arrived  some  six  weeks  later.  Another  drive  to  New  York  city  to  the 
airport.  This  time  the  car  stayed  in  the  long  range  parking  lot,  and  would  be  waiting  for 
us  since  we  all  would  be  returning  together  two  weeks  later.  Of  course  by  that  time,  as 
my  turn  arrived  to  take  off,  I  was  full  of  anticipation.  The  couple  of  letters  received 
indicated  Chana  and  Ethan  on  his  “leave”  were  having  real  good  time  with  the  family  and 
friends  there.  This  aroused  my  anticipation  even  more:  I  hardly  could  wait  to  get  there. 
The  takeoffs,  the  flight  segments,  all  were  relative  smooth  and  uneventful,  but  long  - 
seemed  like  it  went  on  forever  with  the  typical  delays  and  airport  hustle-bustle  with  the 
multitude  of  baggage.  It  did  take  some  sixteen  hours  of  flying  and  waiting  at  three 
airports,  until  finally  we  noted  the  shores  of  Israel  and  the  outline  of  the  city  of  Tel  Aviv. 
It,  took  only  a  few  minutes  to  fly  over  Tel  Aviv  and  approach  the  airport,  which  lies  some 
twenty  kilometers  inland.  It  was  amazing,  actually,  to  notice  the  smallness  of  Tel  Aviv 
and  the  area  compared  to  the  sizes  in  America  I  had  gotten  used  to  by  that  time.  As  we 
landed  and  the  doors  opened,  everybody  was  rushing  to  join  the  lines  of  passport  checks, 
and  impatiently  waiting  to  get  through.  Then  you  grab  a  cart  and  wait  for  your  baggage. 
Meanwhile,  I  looked  around  and  seeing  nobody  from  the  family  I  was  just  wondering 
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who  came  to  pick  me  up.  I  certainly  was  hoping  somebody  would  be  there  waiting  for 
me.  Finally,  we  came  to  the  last  fifty  feet,  getting  through  customs.  “Keep  calm  and 
straight  faced,”  I  told  myself. 

"Is  there  anything  to  declare?" 

"Oh,  no." 

"Are  there  any  gifts?" 

"Yes,  some." 

"Fine,  keep  going,  next”  was  the  verdict  by  the  customs  official,  like  he  believed 
it.  We  were  all  lucky,  none  of  us  were  frisked,  everything  we  brought  we,  took  in 
without  any  custom  fees.  It  always  calls  for  a  feeling  of  satisfaction. 

If  anybody  got  caught,  it  had  to  be  my  brother  in  law,  Snifi.  Some  7-8  years 
earlier  he,  took  a  short  business  trip  to  Holland  from  Israel.  At  that  time  the  transistor 
radio  was  something  very  new  and  very  expensive  in  Israel,  but  common  and  cheap 
overseas.  So,  he  brought  one  with  him.  Snifi  put  the  small  radio,  without  any  packaging, 
in  his  pocket.  He  got  through  the  customs,  and  we  saw  him  at  the  exit  door  already  when 
he  seemed  to  disappear.  It  turned  out  a  plain-clothed  customs  official  stopped  him:  "Sir, 
what  do  you  have  in  your  pocket?"  That  was  it.  That  transistor  radio  ended  up  to  be  the 
most  expensive  of  it's  kind  in  Israel. 

I  was  outside  the  terminal,  in  the  clear.  Then  finally,  hugs  and  kisses;  of  course 
they  were  there  waiting  for  me.  We  were  all  together  under  the  dark,  late  evening  sky. 
The  still  warm  steamy  mid  eastern  summer  air  was  surrounding  us.  "How  wonderful  to 
see  you!"  we  kept  telling  each  other.  It  was  nice  to  be  welcomed  by  all:  Chana  and  Ethan 
of  course,  then  Gaby  in  his  uniform,  my  mother,  my  sister  and  her  husband.  This  was  it, 
that  was  the  whole  family,  except  my  sister's  two  teenage  sons,  Rony  and  Ami.  There 
was  not  enough  room  for  them  all  in  the  two  cars.  The  drive  from  the  airport  to  my 
sister's  home,  took  only  some  twenty  minutes,  where  we  had  coffee  and  cake  along  with 
quick  recap  of  the  latest  such  as  "how  was  your  flight",  "how  have  you  been".  Soon  it 
was  time  to  say:  "to  be  continued  tomorrow,  we  will  have  enough  opportunity  to  tell  all 
about  it".  It  is  vacation  time,  but  this  was  a  long-long  day,  long-long  flight  and  we  all 
were  tired  out  very  much.  The  logistics  were  very  easy.  There  were  three  apartments, 
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my  sister's  with  her  immediate  family,  my  mother's,  and  our  own.  All  were  within  two 
blocks  or  less  than  ten  minutes  walk  apart.  Generally,  the  people  in  Israel  did  not  own 
houses,  but  did  own  their  apartments.  There  were  very  few  rented.  They  were  like 
condos  in  large  apartment  houses  and  purchased  with  cash  and  short  range  loans.  There 
were  two  to  four  rooms  plus  kitchen  and  bathroom.  The  apartments  were  quite  small,  but 
fairly  comfortable  with  most  of  the  necessities.  Some  of  the  small  conveniences  were 
missing,  like  rolls  of  aluminum  foil,  paper  towels  and  the  like.  And  just  about  everything 
seemed  to  be  in  much  smaller  scale,  things  in  the  house  like  the  stove,  the  refrigerator, 
the  toilet  paper  and  things  outside  the  house  like  the  streets,  and  the  cars.  Our  own  place 
was  a  two  room  apartment  with  a  good  size  porch.  A  porch  is  very  common  for  each 
apartment.  It  well  suits  the  subtropical  climate.  We  were  renting  out  the  place  just  about 
until  our  arrival.  To  have  the  apartment  came  in  very  handy,  so  Gaby  had  a  place,  and  so 
did  we  on  our  vacation.  It  was  very  lucky  that  Gaby  was  successful  to  obtain  vacation  at 
the  same  time.  It  was  "considerate"  of  the  Army  to  grant  him  time  off  while  we  were 
there.  So,  we  all  looked  forward  very  much  to  the  following  two  weeks. 

The  two  weeks  agenda  included  visits  with  various  friends  in  various  places,  of 
course  spending  time  with  the  family  and  relaxing,  and  maybe  a  trip  around  the  enlarged 
Israel  following  the  1967  victorious  war.  On  the  schedule  there  was  a  party  in  our  Israeli 
home.  The  family  and  lots  of  friends  were  invited.  The  party  included  a  slide  show.  We 
documented  a  vacation  trip  to  the  West  Coast  in  the  summer  of  1966,  just  two  years  after 
we  had  arrived  in  America.  The  base  of  our  trip  was  Los  Angeles,  where  my  mother-in- 
law,  Ibolya,  was  living.  She  was  with  her  third  (or  maybe  fourth)  husband,  Fred.  They 
had  a  nice  home  in  Culver  City,  which  is  at  the  Southwest  comer  of  LA.  It  was  a  very 
nice  area.  However,  since  they  did  not  have  much  room,  when  I  arrived  and  joined  for 
the  two  weeks  vacation,  we  rented  a  motel  room  close  by.  That  was  the  last  two  weeks  of 
August.  There  was  lots  of  sunshine,  and  quite  hot  during  the  day  but  fairly  pleasant  with 
a  breeze  toward  the  evening.  The  city  and  the  streets  reflected  the  climate:  palm  trees, 
the  houses  with  flat  roofs  and  on  small  lots,  swimming  pools,  and  openness  much  more 
than  what  we  were  used  to  in  Rochester,  New  York.  Los  Angeles  is  very  large,  some  5-6 
million  people  lived  there  at  the  time.  The  cars  were  big  and  numerous.  So  were  the 
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superhighways,  called  freeways.  They  carried  heavy  loads  of  traffic  on  4-5  lanes,  snarling 
and  swiveling  all  around  Los  Angeles  in  and  out.  My  mother-in-law,  amazingly  learned 
how  to  drive.  However  she  needed  the  width  of  two  lanes  and  plenty  of  room  to  make 
the  turns.  That  is  because  she  kept  "forgetting"  the  car  had  length  with  two  wheels  at  the 
front  and  two  wheels  at  the  back  so  she  would  not  climb  over  the  curb  every  time  she 
made  a  turn  from  street  to  street.  She  learned  how  to  get  around  in  the  big  city,  I  should 
say  the  county  of  Los  Angeles,  from  point  A  to  point  B,  but  only  in  a  certain  way.  That 
was  the  "only  way",  what  else?  So,  we  all  had  to  learn  quickly  what  was  the  "best  route" 
to  get  around  and  to  drive  from  place  to  place. 

The  party  was  on  the  first  Saturday  afternoon.  Some  fifteen  to  twenty  people 
gathered.  We  provided  coffee  and  cold  drinks,  sandwiches,  cakes  and  cookies.  We  also 
provided  lots  of  stories  about  our  American  experiences.  We  talked  about  the  life  in 
America,  about  my  work,  and  how  we  lived.  For  the  slide  show,  we  used  the  slide 
projector  we  brought  for  my  sister  and  brother  in  law.  I  am  an  amateur  photographer.  I 
have  taken  some  pretty  good  pictures,  with  my  new  Minolta  camera.  I  used 
interchangeable  telephoto,  and  wide  angle  lenses  along  with  the  regular  one.  I  put  the 
slides  together  into  a  nice,  complete  show.  I  prepared  and  added  titles  and  maps  to  show 
the  route  we  had  taken  and  the  location  of  the  places  where  we  visited.  It  was  about  6:30, 
when  we  set  up  the  projector,  picked  the  wall  to  be  the  screen  and  rearranged  the  chairs  to 
start  the  presentation. 

The  show  started  with  the  slides  showing  the  flight  from  Rochester  to  L.  A.  on 
American  Airlines.  First  Chana  was  leaving,  then  Gaby,  and  finally  I  was.  There  were 
some  night  pictures  with  the  lights  of  Los  Angeles,  as  I  arrived.  A  series  of  slides 
followed  showing  the  city:  the  freeways,  palm  trees  decorating  the  streets,  the  downtown 
buildings.  There  were  pictures  of  us  in  the  pool  of  the  motel  where  we  stayed.  Then  it 
was  the  segment  of  slides  on  our  drive  to  San  Diego,  with  a  few  pictures  of  the  downtown 
but  mostly  at  the  zoo.  The  San  Diego  Zoo  was  considered,  at  that  time,  one  of  the  largest 
and  most  advanced  zoos  of  the  world.  It  was  very  impressive  indeed.  Mostly  there  were 
no  cages  with  bars,  but  confined  areas  with  natural  surroundings.  They  were  separated 
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by  a  wall  and/or  deep  trench  impossible  to  cross.  It  was  big,  so  we,  took  a  bus  tour  to  see 
everything.  There  also  were  large  selections  of  animals  from  traditional  to  exotic.  There 
were  mammals  of  the  jungle  and  Africa,  there  were  birds  in  a  rain  forest  environment, 
cold  blooded  creatures  and  so  on.  We  could  spend  another  day  to  really  see  it  all.  The 
next  group  of  pictures  were  of  the  Disneyland.  It  showed  the  overall  look  and  the  rides 
we  were  taking:  "The  Island  of  the  Pirates",  the  boat  ride  through  "It’s  a  Small  World", 
the  submarine  ride,  and  many  others.  The  Disneyland  visit  was  a  remarkable  experience; 
as  Chana  stated  we  felt  we  did  get  our  money’s  worth.  Although  it  is  basically  an 
amusement  park  with  a  variety  of  rides,  it  is  pure  entertainment  for  every  age.  There 
were  areas  with  specific  themes,  like  French  Quarter,  Story  Land,  and  so  on.  Everything 
was  conforming  to  the  theme,  including  the  restaurant  and  the  food.  It  was  lots  of  fun. 

The  following  slides  showed  the  8  days  long  "big"  round  trip  we,  took.  On  this, 
as  on  most  of  our  trips,  we  were  five  people:  Chana,  Gaby,  my  Mother-in-law  Ibolya,  her 
husband  Fred  and  I,  of  course.  We  had  at  our  disposal  Ibolya  and  Fred's  red  Chevrolet 
Impala  equipped  with  air-conditioning.  It  was  a  full  size  car  of  the  early  sixties.  So,  it 
was  quite  comfortable.  Most  of  the  time  Fred  did  the  driving,  however  sometimes  I,  took 
over.  Our  first  day’s  itinerary  was  to  ride  to  San  Francisco.  We  chose  to  take  Route  1, 
along  the  coast.  This  route  had  very  scenic  portions  and  it  was  going  high  up  on  the  side 
of  the  mountains  toward  the  Pacific  Ocean.  Looking  down,  it  was  steep,  a  long  way, 
right  to  the  ocean  water.  It  was  quite  dangerous  on  the  fairly  narrow  road.  My  mother-in- 
law  was  hysterical  about  it,  but  we  all  enjoyed  the  beautiful  view  it  offered.  We  were 
some  30-40  miles  from  San  Francisco  when  we  thought  to  stop  for  the  night.  It  was 
about  seven  o'clock,  and  it  just  happened  that  a  motel  sign  appeared.  However,  it  seemed 
to  be  somewhat  on  the  more  luxurious,  expensive  side.  So  at  my  mother-in-law 
suggestion  we  continued  to  drive.  We  had  intended  to  find  a  "6  Dollar  Motel",  which 
was  costing  really  only  six  dollars  for  a  room.  However,  as  it  turned  out  that  motel  we 
saw  was  our  last  chance  before  getting  into  San  Francisco  itself.  Coming  from  the 
Oakland  side  there  just  were  no  motels  at  all.  We  crossed  the  bridge  and  a  couple  of 
hours  later  we  were  in  San  Francisco.  There,  we  did  find  a  region  with  the  many  motels 
and  hotels.  The  problem  was  that  just  then  none  of  them  had  vacancy.  As  we  were 
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searching  from  motel  to  motel,  Chana  and  Gaby  kept  reading  loudly  the  sign  "No 
Vacancy”.  Meanwhile  the  fog  settled  in  and  as  I  was  driving  I  suddenly  realized  we  were 
actually  on  the  Golden  Gate  Bridge.  I  could  hardly  see  the  front  of  my  own  car.  So,  we 
crossed  the  bay  and  at  the  other  end  we  got  off  the  superhighway.  We  turned  around  and 
returned  to  search  more.  It  turned  out  there  was  a  convention  of  the  Shriners’  Club  in  the 
city  occupying  every  available  space.  Eventually,  it  was  past  2  a.m.  when  we  found  a 
luxurious  suite  in  one  of  the  hotels  for  some  30-40  dollars.  Finally,  at  last,  we  could 
crash. 


San  Francisco  is  an  interesting  city.  It  resembles  a  European  city  in  its  look  and 
layout.  Typically,  just  about  every  American  city  has  a  small  center,  called  the 
downtown.  That  is  the  business  center,  which  is  surrounded  by  large  areas  of  suburbs,  the 
residential  areas.  The  residential  suburbs  are  large  collections  of  single  family  houses. 
The  downtown  includes  the  office  buildings,  skyscrapers  and  also  some  factories. 
Typically,  the  downtown  area  empties  and  is  just  about  dead  after  6:00  P.M.;  no  life  goes 
on.  All  the  activities  are  happening  in  the  shopping  centers,  which  are  dispersed  in  the 
suburbs.  San  Francisco  is  one  of  the  few  cities  to  be  different,  just  like  New  York  City. 
There  is  no  specific  downtown  area,  but  the  residential  area  is  large  as  the  whole  city 
itself.  It  consists  mostly  of  medium  size  houses  with  apartments  people  rent,  rather  than 
own.  There  is  also  a  variety  of  good  public  transportation  available.  We  tried  out  and 
happily  demonstrated  to  Gaby  how  to  use  it.  There  is  an  old  cable  car,  too.  San 
Francisco  has  been  built  on  number  of  steep  hills  requiring  pretty  good  driving  skills  and 
good  brakes  as  well.  We  spent  a  couple  days  on  our  visit.  We  saw  a  number  of  tourist 
attractions.  We  spent  some  time  at  the  Japanese  garden  and  the  Telegraph  Tower.  We 
looked  at  the  oldest  Spanish  church,  the  Fisherman’s  Wharf  and  at  the  Chinese  district 
during  the  day  and  the  evening,  when  it  was  lit. 

Leaving  San  Francisco,  we  turned  east  to  our  next  destination.  It  was  a  very 
different  style  of  tourist  spot:  a  natural  phenomenon  turned  into  tourist  attraction.  That 
was  Yosemite  National  Park.  It  is  an  area  of  forests  and  high  mountains,  from  7000  to 
over  12,000  foot  elevations.  The  length,  North  to  South,  is  40  miles,  like  the  distance 
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between  Tel  Aviv  and  Jerusalem.  There  was  one  road  to  the  village  in  a  good-sized 
valley.  That  is  where  we  stayed  overnight  in  an  inn.  At  the  village,  there  was  a 
recreation  area.  On  a  public  grill,  we  barbecued  some  steak  for  dinner,  a  specialty  of  the 
trip.  Ibolya  did  not  like  it  because  it  was  "dirty"  (according  to  her),  but  everybody  else 
enjoyed  it.  The  park  has  spectacular  waterfalls,  streams  and  beautiful  views  of 
wilderness,  mountain  peaks,  valleys  and  small,  clear  and  cool  lakes.  We  walked  around 
and  enjoyed  the  scenery,  and  I  was  taking  pictures.  We  also  came  across  some  wildlife, 
such  as  deer,  along  the  road.  The  next  morning,  we  continued  eastward  by  crossing  the 
park,  some  35  miles.  We  saw  deer  jumping  and  running  away.  We  made  a  stop  at  a 
crystal  clear  small  lake  before  leaving  California  and  descending  into  Nevada.  We  were 
driving  and  driving  on  Route  6.  It  is  a  long,  straight  road.  We  came  to  Warm  Spring.  At 
Warm  Spring,  there  was  a  service  station  which  we  used  to  get  gas  and  use  the  restroom. 
It  was  a  community  of  only  3-4  houses  within  some  one  hundred  miles  radius.  We 
encountered,  maybe,  4  or  5  oncoming  cars.  Not  much  traffic,  and  no  speed  limit  sign  all 
along.  It  was  desert  country,  miles  and  miles  of  bare  land  with  a  few  cacti  here  and  there. 
We  made  close  to  400  miles  that  day.  We  were  in  Utah,  when  we  stopped  at  a  motel  in  a 
small  place  called  Cedar  City. 

For  the  next  day  we  had  a  full  agenda,  to  stop  to  see  Zion  National  Park,  the 
Bryce  Canyon  in  Utah,  and  the  Grand  Canyon  in  Arizona.  All  three  were  very 
picturesque  places,  an  amateur  photographer's  paradise.  All  three  are  different  and  have 
their  special  characteristics.  Zion  National  Park  has  a  small  creek  going  through.  We 
were  walking  along  the  stream  with  the  rushing  waters.  We  refreshed  our  feet  in  the  cool 
current.  There  are  formations,  various  canyons  to  walk  through.  Leaving  Zion  by  way  of 
a  mile  long  tunnel,  we  drove  northeast  some  40  miles  to  reach  Bryce  Canyon.  We  hiked 
up  to  the  top  to  look  down  on  a  series  of  large  horseshoe  shaped  amphitheaters.  We  saw 
lines  and  lines  of  large  reddish  colored  carved  rock  posts  standing  like  a  huge  silent  city. 
It  was  a  very  exhilarating  view,  a  breathtaking  experience.  That  is  when  Gaby  accused 
me  of  endangering  the  life  of  my  own  son  to  have  him  sit  on  the  edge  of  a  huge  drop  ... 
for  the  promise  of  a  good  picture.  Our  route,  turning  south  went  through  Glen  Canyon, 
where  a  dam  was  under  construction.  We  made  a  short  stop.  It  was  late  afternoon  when 
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we  arrived  at  the  Grand  Canyon,  where  a  spectacular  view  was  waiting  for  us.  We  were 
on  the  South  Rim.  We  hardly  could  see  the  Colorado  river  even  with  my  135  mm 
telephoto  lens.  It  looked  like  a  little  blue  line  sneaking  around.  Across,  some  miles  away 
there  were  spectacular  variety  of  colors  and  shapes  on  the  other  side  of  the  canyon.  As 
we  were  moving  from  lookout  to  lookout  a  storm  was  moving  in.  There  was  a  rainbow 
of  just  about  a  full  half  circle,  which  I  chased  until  the  rain  chased  me  into  the  shelter. 
Some  20  minutes  later,  the  weather  cleared  and  allowed  us  to  enjoy  the  view  a  little  more. 
An  astounding  sunset  greeted  us  as  we  were  driving  away  to  a  nearby  little  town.  We  had 
our  steak  dinner  and  night  stop  there. 

The  next  day  Hoover  Dam,  an  engineering  marvel,  waited  for  us.  Water  of  the 
Colorado  river  high  up  on  one  side,  and  way  down  on  the  other.  We,  took  an  elevator 
down  to  where  the  generators  are  housed.  There  were  several  lines  of  turbines  and 
generators  to  produce  the  electricity.  It  was  an  interesting  experience.  By  the  time  we 
arrived  in  Las  Vegas  it  was  afternoon.  There  was  still  enough  time  to  find  a  motel,  look 
around  the  city,  check  out  the  gambling  casinos,  and  of  course,  to  have  a  swim  in  the 
pool.  Picture  taking  in  the  casinos  was  forbidden,  so  just  a  few  could  be  snuck  in.  We 
saw  some  of  the  same  people,  specifically  older  Ladies,  in  the  afternoon  and  late  at  night 
vigorously  pulling  down  the  lever  of  the  slot  machines  again  and  again.  Here  and  there 
you  saw  lots  of  coins  pouring  out  of  the  machine  when  three  alike  figures  hit  on  the  same 
line.  There  seemed  to  be  no  difference  between  day  and  night.  The  life  was  going  on 
just  the  same  either  outside  on  the  streets  or  inside  the  casinos.  We  had  gone  to  a 
spectacular  night  show  (with  topless  dancers).  We  also  did  try  our  luck  with  the  slot 
machines  and  the  big  fortune  wheel  with  not  much  fortune  came  to  us.  In  fact,  we  lost  a 
few  bucks.  But  overall  we  gained  because  we  gave  up  and  stopped  before  all  that  we 
budgeted  for  was  used  up.  After  the  second  night,  we  drove  back  to  Los  Angeles  through 
the  desert.  There  were  a  few  more  slides  showing  us  on  the  Airport  leaving  Los  Angeles. 
We  were  looking  back  as  we  circled  around  over  the  Pacific  Ocean,  and  flew  over  the 
Grand  Canyon.  Finally,  it  came  to  say:  "that's  all  folks". 
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The  slide  show  lasted  a  good  couple  hours.  It  was  a  little  bit,  too  long.  Every 
body  was  tired  out.  There  were  comments  about:  "nice  pictures",  "good  show",  "you 
covered  a  lot  in  eight  days",  and  "had  to  be  some  experience". 

"Anybody  for  coffee?”  Chana  asked. 

There  were  a  few  takers,  while  others  excused  themselves  because  they  had  to  go. 
Then  Zeev,  a  good  friend  from  the  time  we  were  in  the  Kibbutz  together,  threw  in  the 
question: 

"So,  when  are  you  guys  coming  back  ‘home’?  I  mean,  not  just  for  a  visit,  but  for 

good." 

"Well ...”,  I  tried  to  answer  “...  we  don't  really  know.  I  actually  visited  a  place  in 
Ashkalon  for  a  job.  If  it  works  out,  maybe  soon.  If  they  do  not  offer  something 
acceptable,  it  may  take  some  time." 

"Which  place  is  it?"  he  asked. 

"It  is  a  factory,  part  of  the  defense  industry.  They  make  parts  for  trucks." 

"That  sounds  interesting.  What  is  the  job?" 

"Technician,  or  programmer  for  N/C  Machines." 

"What  kind  of  machines, ...  N  ...  what?" 

"N  ...  C,  meaning  numerically  controlled  machines.  These  are  new  kind  of 
machine,  tools,  specifically  drilling,  or  milling  machines  or  the  combination  of  both 
together.  They  are  operated  automatically,  directed  by  a  paper  tape  with  holes  in  it.  The 
holes  represent  a  so-called  program  meaning  letters  and  numbers.  That  is  being  read  by 
the  machine  to  “tell”  the  machine  the  sequence  it  should  do:  like  move  to  this  or  that 
location,  drill  a  hole,  etc.”  I  paused. 

"I  have  never  heard  of  anything  like  it.  I  did  not  know  such  things  existed”  was 
his  response.  “And  I  know  something  about  machine,  tools,”  he  added. 

"Well,  this  is  the  latest  development  in  America,  a  new  technology.  It  is  growing 
at  a  fast  pace.  What  surprised  me  was  to  see  that  these  new,  modem  machines  are 
already  here  in  Israel.  I  was  glad  to  find  it,  since  I  am  interested  in  it  and  this  is  the 
future,”  I  said. 

"I  don't  really  know.  It  seems,  too  far  out,”  Zeev  answered. 
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"We  should  not  really  dwell  on  this  now.  We  are  all  getting  tired.  It  is  getting 
late.  I  hope  we  still  will  see  each  other  and  can  expand  on  the  subject  more,"  - 1 
responded. 

"I  agree,  but  let's  get  back  to  the  original  question.  What  if  you  don't  get  an  offer? 
Why  don't  you  just  come  home  and  then  you  will  find  a  job,”  he  stated. 

"That  is  not  that  simple,”  I  argued.  “With  a  job  offer,  usually  financial  help  is 
offered  as  well.  That  is  to  assist-and  it  is  needed-to  bring  all  the  stuff  home,  to  get  a 
place  to  live,  and  so  on." 

"Well,  I  understand  that.  But  if  you  want  to  come  back  home  badly  enough,  you 
ought  to  find  the  way,  a  job  or  whatever  you  need,”  Zeev  claimed. 

"It  might  be  true;  however,  there  are  also  other  considerations:  and  it  is  that  Chana 
is  expecting  another  child.  So  there  will  be  two  small  ones,  hopefully,  soon.  On  top  of  it, 
I  am  taking  evening  college  courses  in  engineering,  to  get  a  degree.  I  can  do  it  there,  but 
I  can  not  get  an  engineering  degree  here.  Although  it  is  a  long  haul  in  the  United  States, 
too,  and  I  do  not  know  if  I  ever  will  get  that  far.  However  as  far  as  I  can  go  should  be 
very  beneficial.  This  is  the  real  story.  So,  as  you  see,  it  is  not  that  simple,”  I  tried  to 
reason. 

"I  presume,”  he  said,  but  did  not  seem  to  be  convinced. 

Since  it  was  really  getting  late,  the  very  few  guests  also  said  good-by:  "We  still 
will  see  you  again,  before  you  return."  And  then  all  had  left. 

That  job  offer  from  the  factory  near  Ashkalon  did  come  three  months  later.  It  was 
a  pretty  nice  offer.  It  did  include  financial  assistance  for  returning,  but  it  was  limited. 

We  did  not  feel  that  it  was  good  enough  to  allow  us  to  throw  away  other  potential 
opportunities.  If  we,  took  it,  it  would  mean  starting  all  over  again.  It  would  mean  giving 
up  on  receiving  an  engineering  degree.  We  were,  at  that  point  over-occupied  with  still 
building  up  our  new  life  in  the  New  World.  We  were  in  the  midst  of  having  a  new 
family.  Pretty  soon  two  little  ones  will  be  around.  They  needed  to  be  taken  care  of:  to 
have  a  home,  to  be  provided  for  with  things,  and  so  on.  We  also  felt  that  my  studying 
and  getting  the  engineering  degree  had  higher  priority.  We  could  not  just  leave  it  all.  We 
had  gotten  the  taste  of  a  better  and  easier  life  and  we  convinced  ourselves,  rationalized. 
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why  we  should  not  accept  the  offer.  And  we  did  not.  We  stayed  in  the  United  States. 

The  materialism  of  a  higher  standard  of  living  and  the  convenience  overshadowed  our 
idealism  and  "love"  for  Israel.  Just  over  a  year  later  we  purchased  a  house  in  Brighton, 
which  is  a  suburb  of  Rochester.  That  is  after  our  second  son,  Dani  was  bom  in 
December.  We  became  an  American  middle  class  suburban  family,  for  the  next  two  or 
three  decades.  We  had  a  house,  we  had  two  cars,  we  had  the  lifestyle,  the  job  and  career 
like  any  typical  family  in  America.  However,  most  of  our  friends  were  Israelis.  We  kept 
talking  sympathetically  about  Israel,  we  kept  saying  we  were  Israelis,  and  we  visited 
Israel  every  2-3  years.  But  in  two  more  years,  as  soon  as  we  could,  we,  took  up 
American  citizenship.  In  any  practical  terms,  we  were  Americans  like  anybody  of  the 
over  220  million  people  of  the  land.  We  did  not  want  to  recognize  it,  especially  Chana. 
She  never  did,  but  that  became  the  fact  more  and  more  as  the  years  went  by. 

The  two  weeks  vacation  time  is  not  that  much,  when  you  have  so  much  to  do.  It 
turned  out,  we  mostly  visited  friends  and  had  time  only  for  limited  trips.  We  certainly 
spent  time  in  Jerusalem,  which  was  a  real  high  point.  You  see,  my  parents  lived  in 
Jerusalem,  and  at  the  end  of  their  backyard  was  the  border  with  the  Jordanians.  It  was  a 
frontline,  with  shooting  from  time  to  time  -  1 00  yards  from  their  apartment.  That  was 
until  two  years  earlier  when  the  outcome  of  the  ‘67th  war  changed  that.  In  the  June,  1967, 
in  the  so  called  Six  Day  War,  the  border  got  moved  some  25  miles  east,  to  the  Jordan 
River  and  the  Dead  Sea.  So,  the  whole  city  of  Jerusalem  and  its  surroundings  became 
Israeli.  At  that  time  it  was  completely  free  and  safe  to  move  around.  We  visited  the  old 
city,  walked  around  in  the  old  market  and  the  narrow,  winding  roads.  We  paid  our 
respect  to  the  "Wailing  Wall",  the  most  holy  place  of  the  Jewish  religion.  We  looked  up 
the  places  of  Christianity,  seeing  the  churches  and  the  Dome  of  the  Rock,  the  holiest 
mosque  of  the  Muslims.  That  was  an  experience,  to  get  to  know  Jerusalem  as  never 
before.  We  did  spend  considerable  time  on  the  sea  shore,  from  Ashkalon  to  Haifa,  from 
the  south  to  the  north.  We  were  just  enjoying  ourselves:  relaxing  on  the  sandy  beaches, 
and  splashing  ourselves  in  the  Mediterranean  Sea's  water.  We  had  visited  a  fair.  It  was 
an  exhibition  where  we  noticed  some  items  for  sale.  There  were  exorbitant  prices  for 
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these  things,  which  we  had  seen  in  the  department  stores  like  Sears  for  one-eighth  the 
cost. 


And,  suddenly,  the  time  went  by,  and  we  had  to  pack.  The  following  morning, 
early,  all  three  and  a  half  of  us  had  to  be  at  the  airport  to  catch  our  return  flight.  It  came 
time  to  say  good-by,  "it  was  a  very  nice  visit,  just,  too  short",  (specifically  for  me). 
Vacation  was  over,  and  we  got  on  the  plane  for  our  return  flight.  We  were  returning  to 
our  routine  everyday  (American)  life,  leaving  Israel,  and  going  back  to  the  United  States 
of  America. 
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3.  REUVEN’S  VISIT. 


The  phone  rang,  which  was  nothing  unusual  about  it.  Each  of  us  was  looking 
around.  Somebody  has  to  pick  it  up.  (Surprisingly  none  of  the  kids  were  rushing  to  do  it, 
since  they  did  not  happen  to  be  around).  I  guess,  I  was  closer,  so  I  lifted  the  receiver  to 
my  ear: 

"Hello,  Hi,  the  Michaeli's  here." 

"Bandi,”  the  voice  came  from  the  other  end,  “is  it  you?" 

The  unusual  thing  was,  not  only  the  caller,  but  also  to  be  called  by  that  name.  It  was  my 
Hungarian  nick  name,  from  the  time  when  I  was  young  and  beautiful.  At  least  beautiful 
by  name,  since  back  in  my  school  days,  I  used  the  name  I  was  bom  with:  Schon,  Endre. 
Schon,  my  family  name  is  a  German  word  meaning  “beautiful”.  Schon  Bandi;  Bandi 
being  the  nickname  to  Endre,  which  was  my  first  name.  You  see,  in  Hungarian  the 
family  name  is  in  the  opposite  order  that  we  are  used  to  in  the  States.  Introducing  myself 
always  called  for  a  reaction:  “Schon  ...  ha  ha  ha,  oh  no!  du  bist  nicht  schon”,  meaning 
you  are  anything  but  beautiful.  So  it  is  no  wonder  that  I  was  surprised  somebody  was 
looking  for  me  by  my  old,  abandoned  name.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  after  the  big  war  my 
family  changed  our  last  name  from  Schon  to  Miklos.  Later  (in  Israel)  I  changed  it  again 
but  both  names,  first  and  last  to  Avraham  and  Michaeli.  (My  nickname  of  Avraham  is 
Avri.  Simple,  is  it  not?) 

"Bandi,  are  you  there?”  I  heard  again.  Recovering,  this  has  to  be  somebody  who 
knew  me  from  that  time,  way  back,  of  course. 

"Yes,  it  is  I,  Bandi,  speaking,”  and  then  it  hit  me. 

"This  is  Reuven,  you  remember  me?”  came  from  the  other  end. 

"Yes,  of  course,”  I  answered,  with  a  kind  of  being  sure,  but  not  fully.  It  is  not  that 
I  did  not  remember  him;  I  knew  right  a  way  that  it  was  him.  Just  that  it  was  unexpected 
he  called.  There  was  no  doubt  remembering  him,  one  of  my  best  old  time  friends.  “Well, 
well,  that  is  a  surprise  hearing  from  you.  Where  the  hell  are  you  calling  from?" 
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"It  might  be  just  around  the  comer  from  you,  I  am  not  sure  how  far,”  sounded  his 
teasing  voice. 

"What  do  you  mean?  Are  you  here  in  Rochester?”  I  probably  sounded  surprised 
once  again.  “What  would  you  be  doing  here?" 

"I  guess  this  is  Rochester,  that  is  the  name  of  your  city.  I  just  checked  in  the 
hotel,  downtown.  Do  you  live  far?" 

"No,  I  don't.  So,  when  can  I  see  you?  Can  I  get  you?  What  did  bring  you  to  my 
city,  anyway, ...  other  than  me  being  here?”  I  kept  probing. 

"I  came  here  to  give  a  concert,  which  is  tomorrow,  he  replied,  becoming  serious. 
“If  it  is  not,  too  late  for  you,  and  if  you  want  to,  you  could  stop  by  here.  We  could  go 
down  to  the  lounge,  I'll  tell  you  more  about  it  and  we  will  chat  away  a  little  while." 

"Consider  it  done.  I  am  on  my  way  in  five  minutes,”  was  my  quick  response. 

"Just  give  me  a  little  more  time  to  refresh,  we  were  driving  from  New  York  City,” 
he  was  saying,  “how  about  at  eight  thirty?" 

"O.K." 

I  think  it  was  in  the  fifth  grade,  in  Madach  Imre  Gymnasium,  early  in  the  school 
year,  when  our  head  teacher  announced  a  new  student  was  joining  our  class.  He 
introduced  him  as  Reuven  Varga,  an  unusual  first  name  and  a  typical  Hungarian  last 
name.  He  also  said  Reuven  will  be  a  special  student,  and  he  would  not  be  coming  to 
regular  classes.  That  is  because  he  is  blind.  The  head  teacher  was  looking  for  a 
volunteer  to  work  with  Reuven,  to  help  him  to  follow  what  we  are  studying,  what 
sections  in  the  books  we  are  taking,  what  are  the  assignments,  and  so  on.  I  can  not 
remember  what  got  to  me,  but  I  had  offered  my  services.  It  became  a  friendship  between 
us.  Reuven,  as  I  learned,  had  just  come  from  Palestine,  (the  piece  of  real  estate,  as  it  was 
called  at  the  time,  what  became  the  State  of  Israel  some  six  years  later,  in  1948).  He  had 
been  blinded  by  the  explosion  of  some  rifle  shell  cases  he  found  and  played  with  on  the 
sea  shore  of  Tel  Aviv.  I  am  not  sure  whether  he  was  bom  there,  or  landed  there  when  he 
was  small.  His  parents  were  Hungarians,  but  I  guess  they  were  separated.  I  believe  his 
father  was  not  even  Jewish  and  was  a  sailor.  The  mother  came  back  with  Reuven  hoping 
that  the  Hungarian  doctors  sure  could  help  and  have  his  eyesight  restored.  What  a 
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mistake  it  was.  Not  only  they  could  do  no  good,  but  it  was  a  bad  idea  traveling  the  wrong 
direction  into  the  lion’  mouth  just  months  before  all  hell  broke  loose:  persecution,  the 
horrors  of  deportations  and  the  war.  It  was  a  miracle  they  did  not  lose  their  lives  as  well. 

I  am  not  sure  how  they  managed.  We  never  really  talked  about  it.  We  did  not  have  a 
chance  as  I  left  Budapest  and  they  left  Hungary  altogether  shortly  following  the  end  of 
the  fighting  with  the  Germans.  On  my  part,  when  I  volunteered  to  help  him  at  the  time 
and  became  involved  with  Reuven,  I  presume,  it  was  because  of  the  fascination  to  get  to 
know  someone  coming  from  a  strange  land,  someone  being  different.  Probably,  our 
chemistry  was  also  right  to  become  friends.  He  was  also  not  only  playing  the  violin,  but 
did  it  very  well.  He  was  in  advanced  stage  to  become  a  concert  violinist.  It  was  not  only 
exiting,  but  I  had  special  appreciation,  and  some  envy,  because  I  had  tried  to  play  the 
violin,  but  neither  did  well,  nor  kept  going.  There  was  a  kind  of  a  reason.  It  probably 
seems  really  stupid,  why  I  gave  in  and  did  not  make  it.  I  had  an  old,  wooden  carrying 
case  which  was  also  clumsy,  heavy  and  ugly,  kind  of  poorish.  I  hated  to  go  with  this 
thing  on  the  streets  and  on  the  electric  trolley  to  take  my  lessons.  Reuven  had  a  nice, 
modem,  lightweight,  stylish  leather  case,  along  with  a  superb,  famous  make  violin.  Oh, 
well. 


At  about  8:30  I  knocked  on  the  door  of  Reuven's  hotel  room.  As  the  door  opened, 
there  he  was.  Bursting  in  I  greeted  him  enthusiastically: 

"Szerbusz!"  (Pronounced  Ser-boos  -  the  Hungarian  equivalent  of  hello)  "Reuven, 
great  to  see  you,”  we  embraced. 

"Well,  old  fella',  great  to  see  you,  too,  szerbusz!”  he  responded,  and  turned  to  the 
approximate  direction  where  a  man  was  standing.  “Let  me  introduce  my  agent  (so  and  so) 
and  who  is  also  accompanying  and  chaperoning  me.  I  was  waiting  for  you,  shall  we  go 
down?  You  know  where  the  lounge  is:  you  can  lead  me,  can't  you?”  That  was  him,  right 
to  the  point. 

Reuven  and  I  headed  to  the  lounge  eager  to  talk.  We  had  not  seen  each  other  for  a 
good  number  of  years,  so  there  was  a  need  to  fill  in  the  void.  It,  took  me  some  minutes, 
as  it  did  every  time,  to  adjust  myself  that  he  has  to  be  helped  and  led.  Then  I  got  hold  of 
his  arm,  and  remembered  to  warn  him  of  steps  and  other  obstacles  on  the  way.  At  one 
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point  he  reassured  me  that  it  is  O.K.  for  me  to  use  the  word  “see”,  since  he  is  kind  of 
visualizing  or  something  like  it.  He  looked  pretty  good,  except  for  gaining  some  weight. 
As  we  sat  at  the  table,  I  opened: 

"Before  I  forget,  Chana,  my  wife,  you  remember,  sends  her  warm  regards  and  we 
want  to  invite  you  to  dinner  tomorrow.  We  hope  it  fits  your  schedule  and  you  can  make 

It. 

"I  believe  I  can  make  it,  depends  what  time,”  came  the  answer. 

"Great;  what  time  is  good  for  you.  I  am  sure  we  can  suit  ourselves.  By  the  way, 
what  actually  are  you  doing  here  in  our  city?  What  brought  you  here,  really?”  I  was 
inquiring  once  again. 

"I  am  giving  a  concert.  I  guess  you  did  not  notice  it  in  the  papers,  which  is  no 
surprise.  The  concert,  rather  a  recital,  will  be  at  the  Cutler  Union  Hall,  not  at  the 
Eastman  House.  It’s  on  a  small  scale,  organized  by  and  for  the  benefit  of  the  Association 
for  the  Blind,”  he  was  explaining. 

"I  have  been  living  here  now  for  slightly  over  ten  years,  but  I  am  not  sure  I  have 
heard  about  the  Cutler  Union  Hall,”  I  was  breaking  in.  “But  what  a  coincidence,  the 
important  thing  is  that  you  are  here." 

"Not  quite  coincidence,”  he  continued.  “We  are  making  a  tour,  visiting  a  number 
of  cities  in  the  Northeast,  including  Toronto,  Canada.  I  insisted  that  we  must  hit 
Rochester,  your  city,  too.  So,  I  will  have  to  tell  you  where  Cutler  Union  Hall  is.  I 
understand  it  is  where  the  University  of  Rochester  used  to  be  many  years  ago; 
somewhere  on  University  Avenue,  naturally." 

"Yeah,  probably  it  is  where  the  art  gallery  is.  Now,  I  come  to  think  of  it,  that 
building  on  the  right  is  most  likely  the  one." 

"You  had  better  find  out,  I  probably  will  ask  you  to  take  me  there,  and  I  thought 
you  may  want  to  come  to  the  recital  anyway.  Don't  you?  I  got  two  tickets  for  you  and 
Chana.  A  few  of  us,  all  blind  musicians  playing  a  benefit  program  intended  to  help  the 
blind  artists.  The  concert  starts  at  8:30,  but  I  should  be  there  at  eight.  How  does  it  work 
out?”  he  paused. 

"Let  me  see, ...”  I  was  thinking  it  through.  “It  is  lucky,  tomorrow  is  Thursday,  I 
have  no  classes,  so  it  should  not  be  any  problem.  Of  course,  I,  and  I  am  sure  Chana,  too, 
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do  want  to  come  to  your  concert.  Though  she  works  until  six,  so  she  could  be  home 
fifteen  minutes  later  and  have  dinner  soon  after,  provided  it  is  prepared  I  hope,  and  she 
does  not  happen  to  have  teacher's  meeting  the  same  evening  or  something  else.  I  work 
until  five  officially.  I'll  make  sure  tomorrow  I  won't  stay  over,  so  I  could  pick  you  up  at 
five-thirty,  which  gives  us  a  little  more  time  and  I  still  could  assist  if  needed  to  get  dinner 
finished.  Sounds  O.K.?" 

"Sounds  quite  complicated, ...  and  quite  tight,  but  it  should  be  all  right.  I  will  wait 
for  you  at  five-thirty,  and  you  will  have  me  at  eight  at  Cutler  Union  Hall.  I  presume  the 
distances  are  not  much  between  these  points.  This  is  not  New  York  City." 

“That  is  right,  just  about  ten  minutes  either  way,  by  car  if  you  make  the  lights  as 
the  saying  goes,”  I  reassured  him. 

"Now,  that  all  the  logistics  have  settled,”  he  kept  on  “what  is  this  I  hear,  you  were 
mentioning  class,  meaning  you  are  still  going  to  school.  If  so,  what  phase  are  you  in?" 

"Now,  we  are  talking  business,”  picking  up  on  the  theme  of  updating  each  other 
about  our  lives,  since  we  last  saw  each  other. 

So,  I  told  him  about  it:  “yes,  I  am  still  going,  evening  school  that  is.  It  is  called 
continuing  education.  Rightfully  so,  because  it  is  continuing  on  and  on,  for  what  seems 
like  forever;  either  case,  some  ten  years  now.  Yes,  I  also  have  been  working  full  time  all 
along.  But,”  I  added  “at  least  I  can  see  by  now  both  the  end  of  the  tunnel  and  some 
result,  such  as  advancing  on  the  job.” 

"Well,  that  is  good,  it  makes  it  worthwhile,”  Reuven  reacted.  “I  am  sure  that  is 
quite  a  bit  of  effort  on  your  part  and  it  is  great  you  keep  going  and  not  giving  up  while  at 
the  same  time  you  are  raising  a  family,  too." 

"I  have  to  admit,  it  did  come  to  my  mind  plenty  of  times  why  I  am  torturing 
myself  like  that.  That  usually  occurred  when  springtime  came  and  toward  final  exams. 
But  then  I  kept  up  saying:  'just  finish  this  year,  once  I’ve  gotten  so  far'.  One  year  at  a 
time.  However,  when  the  end  of  summer  arrives  with  the  new  school  year  on  the 
horizon,  panic  hits  me:  'Did  I  miss  registration?  ...  hope  not.'  Then  I  rushed  and  got  all 
anxious  which  courses  to  take.” 
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At  this  stage  I  had  already  graduated  with  my  bachelors  degree,  in  mechanical 
engineering,  and  was  working  toward  the  masters,  which  looks  like  "only"  two  or  three 
more  years  away.  That  will  be  in  engineering  management,  and  I  picked  this  particular 
program,  to  be  frank  about  it,  because  it  required  the  least  number  of  years  while  still 
providing  an  impressive  educational  base  for  professional  advancement.  Then  I  told  him 
in  short  about  my  job,  that  my  engineering  career  was  actually  taking  off.  I  had  received 
a  promotion  and  had  became  manager  of  a  fairly  large  engineering  department.  It  was 
going  well  and  although  it  is  pressure  and  serious  work,  I  do  enjoy  it.  I  concluded  with 
the  remark:  "You  remember,  Reuven,  when  we  went  to  high  school,  I  hated  school. 
Somehow,  I  just  did  not  care,  I  did  the  minimum  and  still  just  passed.  But,  you  know, 
now,  I  actually  like  to  go  to  college,  and  I  basically  enjoy  the  learning  experience,  even 
when  it  sometimes  gets  to  me.  You  see,  I  did  not  listen  to  my  father,  so  now  I  have  to 
make  up  for  it  the  long  and  hard  way." 

Then  it  was  Reuven's  turn  to  tell  me  about  himself.  He  had  gotten  involved 
setting  up  and  doing  his  own  recording.  He  explained  the  process  to  some  extent.  (At 
one  time,  he  did  give  me  two  records  he  made  earlier.  On  the  one  he  was  playing  Brahms 
violin  concerto  with  the  Vienna  Chamber  Orchestra,  and  on  the  other  one  playing  solo  his 
own  composition  along  with  Paganini  and  Bach.)  However,  in  recent  years  he  was 
giving  fewer  concerts  and  mostly  was  involved  in  teaching,  because  of  his  own 
difficulties  blending  into  the  "clan"  as  he  put  it.  He  was  talking  about  his  family 
happenings.  A  daughter  lived  in  South  America  from  one  of  his  earlier  marriages.  He 
lost  contact  with  her  and  was  bothered  by  it.  He  had  another  daughter  from  his  present 
wife.  The  daughter  had  some  serious  medical  problems,  but  he,  Reuven  did  not  give  up 
and  fought  through,  saving  her.  This  last  marriage  looks  like  it  finally  worked  out  and 
was  a  happy  one.  I  was  glad  for  him  in  this  regard.  Finally,  he  deserved  it. 

Of  course,  it  became  quite  late  by  the  time  I  led  him  back  to  his  room  and,  took 
myself  home.  Fortunately,  we  had  the  next  day  to  talk  more. 
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It  was  just  natural  that  my  thoughts  continued  running  through  my  mind.  I  was 
thinking  of  him  a  lot  until  5:30  the  next  day,  when  the  time  arrived  to  pick  him  up.  No 
question,  he  was  a  character,  an  unusual  person.  Many  times  I  was  wondering  for 
myself,  how  would  I  cope  with  different  hard  situations  I  could  find  myself  in.  Such  as, 
for  example,  having  some  kind  of  handicap.  I  always  surmised  that  blindness  would  be 
the  harshest,  the  most  terrifying  thing,  the  hardest  to  deal  with.  As  for  Reuven,  I  have 
never  heard  him  complaining  or  being  bitter  about  his  condition.  He  did  live  a  full  life 
and  was  interested  in  and  aware  of  technical  stuff,  gadgets.  My  belief  is  he  would  have 
liked  to  be  an  engineer  if  he  had  his  sight.  While  driving  together,  he  was  asking  me 
about  the  technical  details  of  my  fairly  new  Buick  Special.  He  demonstrated  surprising 
knowledge.  However,  when  he  was  talking  about  some  invention,  although  technically  it 
was  feasible,  but  quite  naive,  - 1  thought.  Still,  it  was  amazing  to  me. 

He  loved  to  talk  about  past  times,  high  school  times  that  is.  So,  I  knew  the  subject 
would  come  up,  and  it  did.  His  memory  and  interest  were  at  much  higher  gear,  than  mine 
when  it  came  to  the  names  of  the  various  teachers  and  class  mates.  He  kept  bringing  up 
episodes  about  what  one  teacher  or  the  other,  one  kid  or  the  other  had  been  doing.  He 
mentioned  some  of  the  mischievous  happenings.  I  just  faintly  could  remember  and 
picture  them  with  little  interest.  All  these  had  taken  place  long  time  ago.  What  was 
astonishing  was  that  he  went  to  the  same  class  part  time  and  a  few  years  only,  while  I 
spent  eight  years  and  full  time,  except  with  the  interruption  of  close  to  a  year  because  of 
World  War  II.  You  see,  in  Hungary  and  in  Europe  in  general,  the  high  school  was  called 
Gymnasium  (the  Latin  word,  but  it  did  not  imply  a  place  of  exercise).  It,  took  eight  years 
to  complete.  Of  course,  I  do  remember  very  well  in  general;  it  is  rather  hard  to  forget 
those  years.  Eight  years  were  a  big  chunk  of  my  young  life.  Maybe  I  don't  really  want  to 
remember;  those  years  were  not  the  best  years  nor  the  best  experiences  of  my  life. 

To  begin  with,  that  particular  "gymnasium"  was  not  my  choice  to  attend.  This 
was  humanistic  oriented,  but  I  cared  to  go  a  so  called  "realist-gymnasium",  which  meant 
technically  oriented.  At  that  age  I  had  my  mechanical  inclination.  I  had  the  feel  for 
technical  stuff,  for  physical  science.  I  knew  I  wanted  to  be  an  engineer,  although  my 
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direction  was  toward  electrical  engineering.  By  the  way,  my  father  was  an  engineer,  too, 
but  a  civil  engineer.  However,  he  did  not  work  as  such  because  of  his  involvement  in  the 
family  business.  In  those  school  years,  I  was  busy  fabricating  things,  like  an  instrument 
to  send  Morse  code.  Actually,  I  even  "invented"  a  tunnel-digging-tank  for  the  military, 
making  "technical"  and  "application"  drawings.  It  was  of  course  the  level  of  and  fitting 
the  imagination  of  an  11  years  old.  Nevertheless,  I  did  send  it  to  the  patent  office,  my 
father  providing  the  stamp  for  the  envelope.  However,  when  the  patent  office  required 
some  formal  papers  and  a  filing  fee,  that  is  where  it  ended.  Still,  it  made  the  newspaper, 
due  to  a  reporter  friend  of  my  father.  The  reporter  used  his  imagination  about  an 
interview  he  was  conducting  with  me.  He  wrote  about  coming  to  my  house  and  finding 
me  with  the  open  math  book  doing  my  homework.  Except,  the  reporter  never  came  to 
my  house  and  I  never  saw  him,  ...  and  yeah,  me  doing  my  homework,  that  sounded  good, 
too.  Ever  since,  the  reliability  of  reporters  cast  some  doubt  in  my  mind,  -I  wonder  why. 

My  brother,  who  had  no  technical  inclination  whatsoever,  and  was  five  years 
ahead  of  me,  made  the  "realist  gymnasium".  But,  in  the  meantime  the  Nazi  influence 
grew,  the  anti-Semitism  was  spreading,  and  a  quota  limiting  Jews  was  established  for  this 
particular,  better  school.  So,  I  did  not  make  it,  but  only  the  other,  regular  humanistic 
gymnasium.  And,  I  still  had  to  be  appreciative  that  I  was  accepted  to  any  gymnasium  to 
begin  with. 

Sure,  I  remember  my  high  school,  the  one  with  the  segregated,  separate  Jewish 
and  non-Jewish  classes.  The  one,  where  the  emphasis  was  on  eight  years  of  learning  the 
Latin  language,  and  history,  grammar,  literature,  and  Greek  philosophy.  I  hated  Latin, 
eight  years  of  it.  Topping  it,  it  was  taught  by  the  headmaster.  He  was  a  rigid,  cold  and 
angry  person.  We  did  not  see  eye-to-eye.  I  do  remember  receiving  spanking  with  a  stick, 
more  than  once.  I  do  not  remember  what  for,  what  wrong,  if  any  I  did.  He  had  his 
favorites  and  made  no  secret  about  it.  It  just  so  happened  he  was  bom  Jewish  but 
converted  to  Christianity,  belonging  neither  here  nor  there.  We  suspected  him  to  be 
corrupt,  accepting  gifts  at  the  least  and  looking  out  for  the  well-to-do,  rather  rich 
students.  As  was  the  rabbi,  who  was  teaching  religion.  He  was  quite  openly  expecting 
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an  "envelope"  periodically;  he  never  received  one  from  me.  Nor  he  was  the  one  doing 
my  Bar  Mitzvah.  I  was  not  one  of  his  favorites,  either.  He  did  have  some  influence  on 
my  view  of  religious  institutions  as  such.  Corruption,  probably,  was  pretty  common,  the 
order  of  the  day  at  that  time  and  age.  My  father  did  not  know  or  did  not  want  to  know 
much  about  such  things.  He  was,  too  honest,  or,  too  much  of  a  straight-laced  man.  Or, 
he  did  not  know  how  to  handle  such  situations.  Maybe,  he  just  did  not  really  have 
enough  money  to  allocate.  There  was,  really,  hardly  enough  money  at  times  even  to  pay 
the  tuition.  This  became  evident  when  I  was  called  up  in  the  middle  of  the  class,  some 
days,  was  informed  about  the  payment  that  was  not  received  and  was  sent  home.  It 
certainly  was  unpleasant,  and  rather  shameful.  I  did  have  a  few  teachers  with  whom  I  got 
along  well,  real  well,  such  as  the  math  and  the  physics  teachers.  Unfortunately,  they 
were  in  the  minority  and  represented  the  "less  important"  subjects.  Well,  what  can  I  say? 
That  is  the  way  it  was. 

Sure,  I  remember  the  segregated  parallel  Jewish  and  non-Jewish  classes.  I 
remember  how  we  were  grouped,  the  differences  in  treatment  we  received  and  the  fights 
we  had  between  the  groups.  At  least  when  we  fought,  we  could  stand  on  our  own  and 
had  our  even  chance.  We  devised  a  technique  of  "horse  battle"  with  an  understanding  of 
the  unwritten  rules.  A  fairly  large  area  of  a  sand  box  was  designated  as  the  arena.  Each 
group  formed  pairs  of  a  larger  kid  to  be  the  "horse"  who  picked  up  a  lighter  weight  kid  on 
his  back,  holding  him  with  his  arms,  to  be  the  "knight".  The  aim  was  to  knock  the 
"enemy  knight"  off  his  "horse"  as  the  two  groups  formed  the  battle  line  and  went  against 
each  other.  I  paired  up  regularly  with  my  best  buddy,  Thomas.  He  was  heavy  weight, 
muscular;  he  carried  me  fairly  at  ease  since  I  was  short  and  skinny.  We  were  a  good  pair, 
doing  well,  generally.  This  was  the  daily  routine  on  our  twenty  minutes  breaks  year  after 
year,  fall  and  spring.  In  the  winter,  the  groups  were  geared  up  for  after  school  snowball 
fights  trying  to  ambush  and  outdo  each  other.  Occasionally  we  got  quite  serious  about  it, 
but  nobody  got,  too  badly  hurt.  Of  course,  when  it  came  to  violating  school  rules,  the 
punishments  were  not  evenly  shared.  Somehow,  we,  the  Jewish  students  were  found  to  be 
at  fault,  like  starting  the  fight  whenever  it  was  "us"  against  "them".  There  were  some 
quite  mean  instructors.  One  favorite  pastime  was  to  make  the  Jews  measure  the  length  of 
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the  very  large  courtyard  using  match  sticks  laid  on  the  ground  one  by  one.  How  many 
match-lengths  it  was.  When  you  finished,  you  had  probably  made  a  mistake,  so  do  it 
again.  Not  even  mentioning  the  push  ups,  and  sit  ups,  just  for  the  fun  of  it.  You,  Jew, 
probably  did  something  to  deserve  it.  Another  favorite  was  making  you  to  write  some 
1000  times  something  like  ”1  am  a  dirty  Jew,  not  supposed  to  talk  during  the  singing  of 
the  hymn."  It  did  not  matter  that  you  did  not  really  do  it.  But,  there  was  one  good  thing 
in  being  Jewish.  We  had  school  off  on  Jewish  holidays,  too,  in  addition  to  the  national 
and  Christian  holidays  when  the  school  was  closed.  However,  we  probably  would  have 
gladly  revoked  this  benefit  in  exchange  for  not  to  being  accused  as  Christ  killers  and 
other  things  with  all  their  implications.  Of  course,  there  was  no  place  you  could  protest, 
or  complain  that  your  civil  rights  were  violated.  That  is  just  the  way  things  were.  Civil 
rights  for  you  did  not  apply.  So,  you  just  learned  to  live  with  it.  Still,  this  was  not  as  bad 
comparing  as  what  came  to  be  later,  when  in,  too  many  instances  you  could  not  live 
thorough  it,  literally. 

I  can  not  blame  Reuven  that  his  memory  did  not  store  the  same  experiences  and 
impressions.  He  did  not  go  through  them.  Our  friendship  came  about  in  the  high  school, 
there  was  that  common  ground.  It  was  just  natural  to  talk  about  it.  Except  that  each  of  us 
looked  at  the  high  school  experience  through  our  own  perspective.  It  was  a  pity  that  as  a 
result  we  were  not  on  the  same  wavelength  and  we  were  losing  touch  with  each  other. 

I  sure  remember,  of  course,  the  drastic  differences  that  occurred  in  both  the  school 
and  myself  when  we  returned  following  the  nearly  year-long  interruption  due  to  the 
furious  madness  of  world  war.  It  was  like  a  huge  storm  passed  through  and  a  brand  new, 
a  different  world  emerged.  The  segregation  was,  of  course,  dissolved  and  there  were  no 
more  formal  Jewish  and  non-Jewish  parallel  classes.  However,  the  existing  classes 
stayed  pretty  much  the  same.  The  one  big  difference  was  that  our  class  was  decimated  as 
many  of  my  classmates  and  friends  never  came  back  and  new  kids  joined.  We  tried  to 
find  out  what  happened  to  our  old  mates.  In  some  cases  we  learned  the  circumstances, 
like  having  been  used  as  marks  for  target  practice  or  were  dragged  away.  In  other  cases 
we  never  found  out;  they  just  disappeared.  We  did  not  have  any  more  fights;  it  was  more 
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than  enough.  We  also  matured,  naturally,  just  by  age  even  if  we  did  not  have  the 
experiences  what  we  did.  I  know  I  did.  A  new  headmaster  replaced  the  one  we  had, 
which  made  most  of  us  happy.  I  do  not  remember  what  happened  to  our  old  one.  Some 
things,  however,  stayed  the  same.  Oh,  yes,  except  that  naturally,  instead  of  learning 
German,  it  was  the  Russian  language  on  the  agenda  now.  But,  we  still  had  Latin,  as  a 
major  subject,  along  with  the  same  basics  as  before.  I  had  eight  years  of  Latin  and  I  still 
hated  all  eight  years  of  it.  Still,  I  had  only  two  more  years  to  go. 

During  this  time,  a  major  shift  occurred  in  my  outside  interest.  My  attention  was 
drawn  away  from  technical  areas  and  science  toward  politics  and  social  ideas.  At  first  I 
got  involved,  joined  and  became  active  in  the  Social-Democratic  Youth  Movement.  The 
social-democratic  ideals  intrigued  me  more  than  the  communist  doctrine.  However,  it 
seemed  to  me  the  communist  authorities  were  overbearing  the  country.  The  Red  Army 
and  the  might  of  the  Soviet  Union  were  dominating,  that  is.  Democracy  and  freedom 
were  losing  out.  I  was  not  ready  to  go  from  the  dictatorship  of  Hitler  to  that  of  Stalin. 
Actually,  there  were  some  close  friends  that  chose  the  communist  ideology  and  I  became 
skeptical  of  them.  I  was  afraid  to  have  political  discussion  with  them.  To  me, 
communism  did  not  represent  so  much  of  an  equal  and  just  society  as  the  Social- 
Democrats  advocated  it.  "Contribute  per  your  ability,  be  granted  per  your  needs,”  was 
the  motto.  It  sounded  nice.  We  believed  it  as  a  goal,  convincing  ourselves  that 
technologically  the  world  is  advanced  enough  for  this  to  be  achievable.  There  was  the 
saying  that  if  everybody  worked  four  hours  a  day  and  the  produced  goods  were 
distributed  evenly,  there  was  enough  commodities  for  every  one  on  this  earth.  Of  course, 
it  was  naive  and  way  oversimplified.  It  was  discounting  the  human  nature,  among  many 
other  economic  factors.  Despite  this,  I  did  study  seriously  the  teachings  of  Marx  and 
Engels  on  the  foundations  of  social  economical  systems.  I  believe,  to  this  day  that  it  has 
provided  me  with  a  pretty  good  understanding  of  the  workings  of  the  social  structures  and 
their  economical  systems.  During  that  period,  I  could  still  make  the  choice,  since  at  first 
real  democracy  and  a  multi  party  system  existed  prior  to  the  full  fledged  communist  take 
over.  I  discussed  the  subject  with  my  father  who  actually  supported  me  on  that  choice, 
rather  recommended  it.  This  choice  was  not  taking  into  account  the  realistic  political 
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trend,  which  was  moving  along  on  its  course.  I  suspect  my  father  was  an  old-time  Social- 
Democrat  sympathizer  going  back  to  the  end  of  World  War  I.  But,  Hungary  was  on  the 
road  for  a  full  scale  Soviet  style  communist  system. 

My  activities  in  the  Social-Democratic  Youth  Movement  were  not  political  alone. 
It  included  socialization  and  involvement  with  the  opposite  sex.  My  hormones  were 
working.  It  was  suiting  my  age’s  desire.  I  did  have  some  pretty  good  times,  and  new 
experiences.  I  guess  I  was  growing  up  in  many  ways.  I  specifically  remember  three 
young  ladies  I  had  some  experiments  with.  One  was  Mary,  whom  I  dreamed  about 
marrying  one  day.  With  her  I  made  a  bet  if  we  were  laying  in  a  bed  naked  she  would  not 
withstand  the  desire  to  abstain  from  “doing  it”.  We  never  got  to  try  it  out  and  settle  the 
bet.  Then  another,  whose  name  I  do  not  remember.  It  was  very  short  lived.  But  my 
Mother  was  accusing  us  of  kissing.  She  said  she  was  seeing  us.  So,  what?  But,  I  did  not 
figure  out,  at  the  time,  where  and  when?  Then  there  was  Julia,  a  little  and  very  cute  one. 
She  was  quite  hot  to  make  out  with.  She  was  the  younger  sister  of  my  sister’s  friend.  My 
sister  commented  on  how  she  could  be  involved  with  someone  ugly  like  me.  Thanks  sis, 
it  was  a  big  boost  to  my  ego!  I  have  received  my  sex  education  by  my  best  friend 
Thomas  in  school.  He  gave  me  a  series  of  lectures  on  the  subject.  My  father  did  not 
know  how  to  talk  about  this  “sensitive”  subject,  but  he  was  concerned.  So,  he  sent  me  to 
his  doctor  brother  for  a  lecture.  Uncle  Pista  opened  by  asking  if  I  knew  "about  those 
things".  He  tested  me  and  was  satisfied  about  my  knowledge.  He  also  gave  me  an  advice 
saying  that  I  would  be  better  off  to  see  a  prostitute  to  gain  experience.  He  suggested  a 
professional  street  walker.  He  said  that  these  prostitutes  are  under  constant  medical 
supervision  and  thus  I  can  avoid  picking  up  some  sexual  disease.  It  is  safer  than  having 
sex  with  a  "Lady",  or  "Mrs."  where  you  never  know  what  they  may  have.  To  complete 
my  education,  one  day  my  brother  gave  me  8,000.-  Pengo  to  go  and  visit  a  prostitute. 
This  was  during  the  early  stages  of  the  postwar  inflation,  when  the  money  had  the  old 
name  and  it  had  just  started  sliding  up.  You  see,  in  Europe,  at  this  time,  prostitution  was 
open,  was  available,  and  well  controlled.  There  were  the  red  light  districts  where  you 
could  go  make  your  selection.  Well,  I  did  go  to  a  specific  street  that  my  brother 
suggested.  But,  I  was  somewhat  bashful  and  was  walking  up  and  down  the  street.  That 
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is,  until  one  lady  stopped  me  and  asked  if  I  was  looking  for  ’’someone”.  I  answered  “as  a 
matter  of  fact,  yes  I  was”.  She  then  asked  how  old  I  was,  and  she  did  not  want  to  believe 
that  I  had  passed  18.  Well,  say  that  you  are  if  anybody  would  ask,  she  advised.  Then, 
she  thought  that  I  did  not  really  have  enough  money,  but  since  I  was  a  nice  guy  she 
would  do  it  anyway.  So,  we  went  in  a  motel  like  house  and  did  our  thing.  She  certainly 
taught  me  how  to  kiss,  and  the  rest  of  it  as  well.  Well,  I  lost  my  virginity.  However,  my 
thoughts  were:  “that  is  all?” 

In  the  summer  of  1947,  toward  my  senior  year,  through  some  friends  I  was  invited 
to  a  summer  camp.  It  was  organized  by  one  of  the  Zionist  organizations,  called 
Habonim.  That  is  a  Hebrew  word  meaning  “The  Builders”.  I  did  have  a  great  time. 

Also,  I  was  presented  with  ample  exposure  to  and  salesmanship  on  the  Zionist  doctrine 
for  the  solution  of  the  "Jewish  question".  It  was  for  individuals  to  emigrate  to  the  biblical 
land  between  the  Jordan  River  and  the  Mediterranean  Sea  and  join  the  fight  for  the 
establishment  of  the  State  of  Israel.  In  the  following  months  the  political  climate  in 
Hungary  and  in  the  world  as  well  was  changing  quite  rapidly,  while  I  was  subjected  to 
heavy  duty  promotional  activity  by  my  new  friends.  Switching  over  from  the  Social- 
democratic  to  the  Zionist  movement  was  complete  by  winter.  At  least,  the  faction  I 
joined,  the  Habonim  was  also  representing  the  political  shade  of  the  social-democratic 
ideals.  Furthermore,  Habonim  was  also  advocating  the  joining  and  building  of  the 
collective  farming  communities,  called  kibbutzim.  I  became  adamant  in  my  conviction,  I 
became  an  idealist.  I  got  more  and  more  involved  in  the  activities  of  the  movement.  My 
father  did  not  like  it.  He  was  concerned  that  my  attention  was  being  drawn  away  from 
school  and  studying.  And,  it  was  toward  the  finish.  He  feared  I  might  drop  out  of  school, 
one  way  or  other  not  completing  it  and  not  graduating.  And  what  about  going  to 
university  to  study  engineering,  as  was  planned  and  as  it  should  be?  Naturally,  that  is 
what  my  father  intended  for  me.  He  was  in  the  position  to  help  and  make  it  happen. 
Instead,  he  feared,  I  would  be  crazy  enough  to  emigrate  to  the  place  which  was  in  the 
process  of  becoming  the  new  State  of  Israel,  and  it  was  a  trouble  spot  with  all  the  Arabs 
around.  He  was  right  on  that  account,  my  intention  was  just  that.  As  a  19  years  old,  I 
knew  better  what  was  the  “right  thing”  to  do  and  what  I  should  be  doing.  Not  only 
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emigrating  to  build  the  homeland,  but  joining  a  kibbutz  where  farmers  were  needed,  and 
not  engineers.  Of  course,  the  conflict  with  the  Arabs  could  and  would  be  overcome  and 
resolved.  Of  course,  this  assessment  was  just  way  over  optimistic.  But,  in  either  case  my 
father  was  wrong  on  the  other  account,  because  I  still  knew  enough,  that  much,  that  since 
I  had  made  it  so  far,  I  definitely  wanted  to  finish  high  school.  I  did  plan  to  go  through  the 
series  of  final  exams  called  matriculation,  and  graduate.  But  my  father  did  not  believe 
me  and  did  not  trust  me  on  that.  Thus  the  conflict  developed  between  us,  and  the  stage 
was  set  for  a  fateful  incident. 

One  day  in  early  march,  during  an  extended  lunch  break  from  school,  I  stopped  at 
the  movement's  hall  for  something  that  needed  to  be  done,  instead  of  going  home  for 
lunch  as  the  routine  called  for.  Normally,  it  should  have  not  been  a  problem.  Later  in  the 
day,  when  we  all  gathered  for  dinner,  I  learned  that  one  of  my  favorite  dishes  had  been 
served  for  lunch.  I  asked  what  had  happened  to  my  portion  of  the  lunch  and  if  I  could 
have  it  for  dinner  instead.  The  answer  was  no,  it  was  gone.  I  reacted  with  some 
displeasure.  At  that  point  my  father  picked  up  on  the  subject  of  inquiring  how  come  I 
had  not  have  my  lunch.  I  told  him,  because  I  did  not  make  it  home.  "Why  not,  where 
were  you?”  he  asked.  "I  had  to  go  to  the  Movement,  there  was  something  urgent  I  had  to 
do”  I  explained,  thinking  that  all  was  needed.  "The  Zionist  Movement  again;  what  could 
be  that  so  important,  more  than  your  school?”  he  demanded  to  know,  raising  his  voice 
and  getting  angry.  The  tension  rose  above  the  large,  oval  shaped  dinner  table,  as  five  of 
us  were  sitting  around  trying  to  concentrate  on  our  dinner.  I  reacted  defensively,  uttering: 
"What  different  does  it  make,  I  did  not  miss  school  or  neglect  my  school  work."  He  did 
not  seem  to  be  convinced.  He  expressed  that  I  should  be  putting  all  my  energy  into 
working  toward  the  final  push  in  school.  I  was  wasting  my  time  anyway  in  the 
movement,  he  continued,  and  did  not  listen  either  to  my  protest  on  wasting  my  time  or  to 
my  assurances  that  I  was  doing  all  that  was  necessary  to  graduate.  Quieting  down,  my 
father  halted  our  verbal  encounter:  "We  will  talk  about  this  later,  let’s  finish  dinner  now." 

Later  we  did  not  talk  about  it,  rather,  I  was  informed  that  any,  even  limited 
involvement  or  participation  in  the  Zionist  Movement  is  not  acceptable  as  long  as  I  have 


38 


not  finished  school  and  graduated.  That  was  the  condition  for  me  to  live  at  home  and  be 
supported.  I  had  to  choose  between  the  home  and  the  movement,  which  included  friends. 
I  listened  and  reacted  objectively  that  I  had  to  think  about  the  ultimatum  given  and  that 
the  next  day  I  would  have  an  answer  one  way  or  other.  That  was  O.K.  with  my  father, 
but  I  am  sure  he  was  very  disappointed  when  the  following  day  he  received  my  note 
informing  him  about  my  choice.  At  lunch  break  I  stopped  by  and  talked  to  the  leaders 
about  the  situation  that  had  developed.  Sure  enough,  everything  could  be  arranged.  Why 
not?  They  were  gaining  an  active,  usable  functionary,  worth  the  investment.  The 
movement  possessed  homes,  like  communes  where  I  could  live  in.  There  was  a  nice  one 
in  Buda,  up  in  the  hills,  where  I  could  stay.  I  would  be  allowed,  and  assisted  even,  to 
continue  and  to  finish  my  schooling  and  to  take  off  as  much  time  as  would  be  needed  to 
study  and  to  graduate.  That  was  a  firm  condition  I  laid  down  for  my  total  commitment  to 
become  a  resident  member.  That  night  I  was  sleeping  at  my  new  place,  the  new  home  for 
me.  The  next  day  I  packed  a  suitcase  of  my  clothes  and  belongings,  and  left  for  good. 

To  put  it  even  more  dramatically,  on  that  day  I  turned  from  being  a  dependent  (except  for 
a  period  of  a  few  months  during  the  war  when  I  was  completely  on  my  own)  to  an 
independent  individual.  At  least  as  much  as  anybody  ever  is  really  independent.  But  this 
time,  it  was  by  choice.  I  guess  from  that  point  on  I  was  a  grownup. 

The  transition  was  fairly  smooth.  Though  at  first  my  mother  did  not  go  along 
with  my  coming  for  visits.  She  stood  in  the  door  inquiring  what  I  came  for.  Her  position 
was  "either  or",  once  I  decided  to  leave  I  am  gone.  During  this  period  of  moratorium 
while  I  did  not  even  visit,  my  sister  was  the  link  and  my  family  tie.  She  conveyed  the 
invitation  to  a  special  dinner  on  Sunday,  April  27th  which  was  planned  for  my  father's 
birthday;  asked  whether  I  would  come.  I  said:  "Glad  to",  and  I  was.  I  did  not  hold  any 
grudge  toward  my  father  because  of  his  ultimatum.  I  knew  his  intentions  were  good,  he 
tried  using  the  strategy  to  coerce  me  for  my  own  benefit.  He  lost  out  then.  But  I  don't 
know  if  in  the  long  run  it  was  not  my  loss,  indeed.  Who  knows,  and  it  will  never  be 
known  how  life  would  have  been  turned  out  for  me  if,  then,  I  did  not  have  to  make  a 
choice.  From  then  on,  I  was  regular  guest  at  my  old  family  home  for  Sunday  dinners  and 
visits  with  my  father  at  his  office.  My  father  still  tried,  but  now  by  way  of  peaceful 
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convincing.  It  did  not  change  my  mind.  I  was,  too  much  in  it,  being  somewhat  of  an 
extremist.  But  I  did  enjoy  the  good  family  relations.  The  one  lesson  I  did  learn  and 
successfully  followed  through  in  life  was  to  avoid  giving  any  ultimatums  to  my  children. 
There  was  another  lesson  to  remember.  It  was  the  importance  and  the  value  of  family, 
closeness  and  understanding  even  when  there  are  differences.  I  believe  my  father  was 
satisfied  that  I  continued  with  my  schooling  as  I  said  I  would.  When  the  time  came  for 
the  final  exams  I  passed,  well,  everything  but,  what  else,  Latin.  Which  also  meant  losing 
a  bet  with  my  brother,  so  he  did  not  have  to  take  me  to  the  best  confectionery  and  pay  for 
all  the  tarts  I  could  eat.  It  could  have  been  a  lot;  I  had  good  appetite. ,  too  bad.  It  was  a 
one-sided  bet,  since  my  price  was  to  study  more,  which  I  had  to  do  anyway.  On  the 
second  try  I  passed,  and  I  promised  never  to  look  a  Latin  book  ever  again.  (And,  I  kept 
it,  I  never  did.)  It  was  the  end  of  the  summer,  when  I  graduated.  Eight  years  plus  of 
Madach  Imre  Gymnasium  was  history. 

Despite  the  tight  schedule,  Reuven’s  visit  on  that  day  worked  out  just  fine.  We 
made  it  to  the  dinner,  and  the  dinner  made  it  on  time,  too.  Chana  and  Reuven  were  also 
glad  to  see  each  other.  They  had  met  before,  several  times.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we  both 
met  him  once  in  Jerusalem,  I  believe  it  was  in  the  late  fifties.  He  was  on  a  concert  tour, 
which  included  Jerusalem,  Israel.  My  father,  who  lived  there  at  the  time,  arranged  for  us 
a  fairly  brief  get  together.  The  next  time  I  saw  him  was  when  I  first  arrived  in  New  York 
City,  coming  to  the  United  States.  We  actually  talked  about  that  during  dinner.  Then,  it 
was  his  turn  to  be  surprised  when  I  called  from  out  of  nowhere,  and  he  heard  someone 
saying:  "This  is  I,  Bandi,  I  am  here  in  New  York  City."  In  the  three  months  I  was  there  I 
visited  him  many  times.  There  was  a  unique  opportunity  to  go  and  listen  to  his  recital  at 
Carnegie  Hall  and  participate  in  the  reception  afterwards  with  lots  of  friends  and 
relatives.  I  met  a  couple  of  his  students,  including  one  that  had  become  sometime  later 
his  present  wife.  We  talked  about  the  nice  times  we  had  at  that  period.  Whenever  the 
opportunity  arose  to  be  in  the  Big  City,  I,  and  Chana  made  a  point  to  visit  him.  As  the 
years  went  by  he  got  married,  and  just  the  same  my  kids  arrived  and  grew.  The  visits, 
fewer  in  number  were  expanded  into  family  affairs,  until  they  faded  away  completely. 
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We  all  made  it  to  his  conceit  all  right,  too,  as  planned.  Reuven  had  enough  time 
to  get  ready,  and  we  had  some  extra  time  to  look  around  and  take  our  seats.  Reuven 
played  Paganini  prelude  and  couple  of  cappricies,  following  some  of  his  own  sonatas. 
There  were  couple  of  fellow  artists,  singers  performing  arias  by  Handel  and  Mozart,  and 
a  cello  player  with  two  pianists  playing  from  'The  Carnival  of  the  Animals'  by  Saint- 
Saens.  It  was  a  very  nice  concert  of  variety,  well  performed  by  each  participant.  By  the 
way,  all  of  them  were  blind  artists,  as  it  was  a  benefit  concert.  I  certainly  enjoyed  the 
performance.  It  seemed  the  rest  of  the  audience  was  pleased,  too.  Well,  I  do  like  music, 
and  especially  classical  music.  However,  generally,  I  do  prefer  orchestral  concerts,  such 
as  symphonies,  concertos,  and  yes,  operas.  I  do  not  profess  to  be  a  music  critic,  and  I  am 
no  expert  by  any  means,  but  I  do  know  something  about  the  subject.  So,  I  take  some 
liberty  to  form  some  opinion.  I  feel,  as  far  as  Reuven's  playing,  and  not  because  he  is  my 
friend,  that  he  does  play  well,  very  nicely.  Although,  he  may  be  much  better  technically 
and  may  lack  some  artistic  expression.  That  is  why  he  might  be  playing  much  of 
Paganini.  His  own  composition  also  has  the  influence  of  Paganini,  as  much  I  can  judge. 
Unfortunately,  he  never  made  it  real  big  and  I  am  not  sure  why.  Maybe,  because  at 
earlier  stages  his  mother  was  his  impresario,  instead  of  a  high  powered  professional.  Or, 
maybe  because  of  his  handicap,  holding  him  back,  a  kind  of  discrimination.  It  is  hard  to 
know. 


Anyway,  even  if  it  was  not  a  so  called  glamorous  event  with  large  orchestra,  I 
enjoyed  it  very  much.  So  did  Chana.  The  concert  hall,  although  not  a  large  one,  was 
almost  full.  I  have  to  admit,  I  did  not  notice  any  announcement  and  I  did  not  know  about 
the  concert  beforehand.  So,  Reuven's  sudden  appearance  in  town  was  a  double  gain, 
learning  about  the  concert  (plus  free  tickets)  and,  more  importantly,  the  rare  and 
wonderful  opportunity  to  spend  valuable  time  between  friends. 
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4.  THE  BAR  SCENE. 


Joan  and  I  were  talking,  discussing  among  other  things  issues  such  as  male  and 
female  equality.  It  was  a  favorite  subject  these  days,  and  very  much  on  our  mind  not 
only  in  general,  but  specifically  with  Joan.  She  being  a  champion  of  it  and  an  avid 
feminist.  Well,  to  be  fair,  the  struggle  has  gone  on  for  maybe  centuries  now,  and 
rightfully  so.  As  the  commercial  says  it:  "You’ve  come  a  long  way,  baby,"  but  as  a 
matter  of  fact  there  is  still  a  long  way  to  go.  We  did  not  really  argue  on  the  basic  premise 
as  far  as  equal  rights  was  concerned.  I  do  not  believe  in  any  kind  of  sexist  or  racist 
attitude.  I  suffered  enough  because  of  racist  discrimination  thus  I  am  very  sensitive  about 
it.  It  should  be  added,  that  Joan  is  a  very  capable  and  independent  individual  in  just 
about  every  respect.  For  the  most  part  she  manages  her  life  as  well  as  anyone; 
professionally,  outdoor  and  sport  activities-wise,  too.  She  is  also  very  opinionated  and 
could  be  quite  biased,  specifically  when  it  comes  to  "hot"  subject  like  equality  between 
men  and  women.  I  tried  to  make  the  point  there  are  areas  where  the  female  has  the 
advantage.  To  Joan’s  skepticism  to  the  idea,  I  brought  up  that  there  are  certain  situations, 
between  man  and  woman,  where  the  woman  had  the  upper  hand.  In  an  effort  to  prove  my 
case  I  told  her: 

"See,  for  example,  the  so  called  dating  game.  Use  the  bar  scene,  as  a  case  in 
point.  If  one  is  interested,  who  has  a  much  better  chance  the  man  or  the  woman  to  get  an 
offer  to  be  picked  up  by  someone  of  the  opposite  sex?" 

"No  matter”  she  was  quick  to  reply,  “same  difference,  equal  opportunity." 

"Oh,  yeah”  was  my  quick  reaction.  “You  are  trying  to  tell  me  that  it  is  the  same 
possibility  for  a  male  to  be  approached  and  proposed  to  by  a  female,  than  vice  versa.  We 
are  talking  about  in  a  bar,  with  a  potential  'one  night  stand'  in  mind." 

"That  is  what  I  am  saying." 

"Do  you  really  believe  that?" 

"Of  course  I  do.  I  would  not  say  it  otherwise,”  came  the  reassurance. 
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"What  I  am  saying  is,”  attempting  to  argue  the  point,  “whichever  way  we  look  at 
it,  if  you  want  to  find  a  mate  for  a  quick  date  to  spend  the  night  with,  so  you  go  into  a 
certain  bar,  a  singles  place.  Pretty  soon  someone  will  buy  you  a  drink,  will  want  to  chat 
with  you  and  it  will  be  up  to  you  to  gab  and  to  leave  with  him  and  do  what  you  were 
after,  if  you  wanted  to.  My  chances  are  just  about  nil  for  the  same  and  to  leave  with 
some  lady  and  do  what  we  are  talking  about." 

"It  is  not  so,”  she  was  standing  on  her  own.  “If  you  want  to  find  some  female  to 
spend  the  night  with  it  is  just  as  easy,  if  not  even  easier.  It  is,  because  that  is  up  to  the 
male  to  initiate.  You,  as  a  man,  are  supposed  to  approach  the  lady  and,  let’s  say,  offer 
her  a  drink;  at  the  least  to  start  out  with." 

"It  does  sound  good,”  I  continued  my  argument,  “except,  the  truth  really  is  that  it 
is  anything  but  equal  opportunity.  The  lady  just  might  say  'oh  come  on,’  reacting  with 
such  a  suspicion  'what  does  this  man  want?'  There  is  always  the  fear  of  rejection. 
Furthermore,  one  never  knows  how  she  might  respond  to  any  advance,  like  'what  do  you 
think?  I  am  not  that  kind  of  a  girl'.  However,  when  a  woman  turns  to  the  man  seated 
next  to  her  on  a  bar  stool:  'would  you  buy  me  a  drink?',  the  chances  are  that  any  man 
would  respond:  'I  would  be  delighted.'  Could  I  ask  a  lady  to  buy  me  a  drink?  'You  must 
be  kidding,'  would  be  the  least  response.  An  attractive  woman  like  you,  all  you  need  to 
do  is  drop  some  hint.  I  doubt  that  it  would  need  to  come  to  even  that.  You  are  good 
looking  and  sociable;  you  should  not  have  any  problem  to  be  approached  and  get  all  kind 
of  offers." 

“O.K.”  she  broke  in.  “I  still  don't  buy  all  your  arguments.  I  don't  believe  it  would 
not  work  for  you  just  as  well  or  even  better  than  for  me.  So,  it  sounds  like  a  challenge, 
we  ought  to  test  it ...  up  to  a  point,  of  course,”  she  quickly  added. 

Several  weeks  later,  Joan  and  I  found  to  have  a  free  evening  at  the  same  time;  no 
obligations,  family  activity,  meetings  or  whatever.  "How  about  a  drink,  a  chat  over  a 
drink,  or  better  yet  to  do  our  experiment  of  the  pickup  game,”  I  suggested,  recalling  our 
discussion  on  the  subject. 

"Sure,  it  sounds  like  a  good  idea,  maybe  there  will  be  some  fun.  I  could  use  a 
getaway  from  the  hectic  schedule  I  do  have  lately,”  came  the  answer. 
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"What  do  you  mean  lately.  Your  schedule  is  always  hectic,  at  least  ever  since  I 
have  known  you,”  I  added. 

We  picked  a  particular,  well  known  singles  bar  that  is  always  quite  busy.  We 
entered  kind  of  together;  that  is  at  the  same  time,  but  separately  like  we  did  not  know 
each  other. 

"Let's  keep  some  distance,  but  not,  too  far,”  she  said  before  we  separated.  “Well, 
just  in  case,  I  could  get  some  support  or  rather  escape  route  if  I  needed,”  -  she  explained. 

I  said  "O.K.,"  but  was  not  sure  what  her  worry  was.  Anyway,  I  picked  a  spot  at 
the  counter  at  first,  then  I  moved  to  one  of  the  tables  with  some  other  people.  As  time 
went  by,  sipping  my  one  drink  or  two,  I  had  some  vague  introduction  and  small  talk  with 
the  people  around  me.  I  mean  people  of  both  sexes,  more  like  in  a  group  setting.  I  never 
got  to  any  one  on  one  conversation  with  a  lady.  Still,  I  actually  had  a  pretty  good  time 
for  a  while.  Here  and  there  I  was  able  to  peek  over  and  to  see  Joan  at  the  counter,  at  the 
same  spot  all  that  time.  She  was  busy  talking  to  a  man  next  to  her,  but  the  faces  of  the 
men  seemed  to  be  different  as  time  went  by.  After  a  while  there  did  not  seem  much  more 
to  say  to  the  people  I  was  with,  so  the  small  bunch  faded  away.  I  sat  there  looking 
around  and  wondering  about  who  the  people  were  and  how  much  of  a  show  they  are 
putting  up. 

Suddenly  Joan  appeared  and  she  was  sitting  down  across  from  me. 

"Are  you  by  yourself?  May  I  join  you?”  she  asked. 

"Of  course,  I'll  be  delighted,”  I  responded.  “Could  I  get  you  a  drink?  What  are 
you  having?" 

"Let  me  see  ...  I  see  you've  just  finished  yours.  Are  you  going  to  have  any  more? 
How  many  did  you  have  already?" 

"That  was  my  second  one  only.  And  yes,  I'll  have  one  more  if  you  do.  So,  what 
do  you  say?  The  evening  is  young  yet,”  I  was  prodding. 

"Yea  ...  “  she  looked  like  she  was  thinking  it  over,“  I  could  use  a  meaningful 
conversation.  I'll  have  a  glass  of  wine,  white  one." 

I  brought  her  a  glass  of  Chablis  and  for  myself  a  gin  and  tonic.  I  turned  to  her: 
"Well,  well,  how  did  you  make  out?  Any  luck,  any  proposals?" 


44 


"Yes,  I  did  have  all  kind  of  proposals,  anywhere  from  to  meet  again  to  'let's  go  to 
my  place  now.'  To  be  more  precise,  I  had  those  suggestions  shortly  after  they  had  bought 
me  a  drink  and  had  some  shallow  talk.  There  was  kind  of  a  little  get  to  know  who  we 
were  like  first  names,  'are  you  from  the  area,'  vaguely  ‘what  you  do,’  and  things  like  that. 
Then,  when  I  attempted  to  get  into  some  depth,  related  either  to  what  I  was  really 
involved  in  at  work,  the  population  and  health  care  or  any  other  more  serious  issues,  or 
find  out  the  same  about  the  man  ...  there  were  evading  responses,  blank  looks.  Pretty 
soon  with  some  excuse,  such  as:  'oh,  sorry,  I  got  to  go  to  the  little  boys  room’,  the 
candidate  faded  away.  Just  left,  and  never  came  back.  Though,  it  did  not  take,  too  long 
before  the  next  prospect  came  by  with  some  opening  line:  'Are  you  having  a  good  time, 
could  I  be  part  of  it?'  something  like  that.  It  all  ended  in  a  similar  fashion,  until  I  got  tired 
of  it,  so  here  I  am."  She  stopped.  “How  did  you  make  out?  Did  you  lose  any  wonderful 
possibility  you  could  have  taken?" 

"Are  you  kidding?  I  hardly  had  a  chance  even  to  try,  and  nobody  approached  me 
wanting  to  grab  a  'mecziah'  like  me,”  I  said. 

"What  did  you  say?  Me..czi....?  What  is  that?" 

"Ah  ... ,  that  is  the  Hebrew  word  for  something  good  and/or,  bargain." 

"Did  you  have  a  good  time,  at  least.  How  did  it  go?”  she  continued  inquiring. 

"Yeah  ... ,  was  quite  alright,  but  enough.  It  did  not  require  much  effort.  Just  the 
same,  any  conversation  never  gets  serious.  It  never  does  in  this  kind  of  setting,  maybe  it 
does  not  need  to.  Lots  of  comments  about  the  weather,  what  it  was  last  weekend  and  the 
prediction  for  the  coming  weekend.  It  just  makes  me  wonder  how  much  time  can  be 
spent  on  small  talk,  talking  in  generalities  without  saying  anything." 

"I  have  to  agree  with  you  on  that.  It  is  that  kind  of  setting,  or  in  general  not,  too 
many  people  interested  in  meaningful  stuff,”  Joan  was  lamenting.  Then,  with  a  change  of 
mood,  she  turned  to  me:  "What  are  you  drinking?  How  many  did  you  have  anyway?" 

"This  is  my  third,  I  think.  And  it  is  only  gin  and  tonic,”  I  answered. 

"That  is  all,  gin  and  tonic?  That  is  not  very  strong." 

"That  is  the  idea,”  I  was  explaining.  “You  see,  when  I  expect  to  drink  more  than  a 
couple  I  go  for  something  light.  In  the  summer  it  happens  to  be  gin  and  tonic,  somewhat 
refreshing.  I  am  trying  to  keep  my  senses,  most  of  the  time  at  least." 
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"I  don't  remember  seeing  you  drunk,  were  you  ever?”  she  wanted  to  know, 
looking  at  me. 

"Yes,  I  was,”  I  reassured  her. 

"Oh,  yeah.  Looks  like  you  want  to  tell  about  it.  Do  you?" 

"No  big  deal.  I  am  not  saying,  I  have  had  just  a  little,  too  much,  getting  tipsy  a 
good  number  of  times.  I  could  not  count  or  would  not  remember  them  all.  But  really 
drunk,  I  mean  drunk  to  the  point  of  passing  out,  that  happened  only  twice  in  my  whole 
life  time,  so  far." 

"I  wish  I  could  say  that.  Well,  might  as  well  tell  about  it,”  she  was  encouraging. 

"It  was  many  moons  ago,  also  under  very  different  moon.  I  mean  it  was  back  in 
my  old  country,  when  I  was  16  years  old,  under  entirely  different  circumstances. 

Actually,  it  might  be  interesting  to  you,”  probing  her  curiosity. 

"I  sense,  this  is  one  of  your  nostalgic  life  stories.  Go  ahead,  get  me  another  glass 
of  wine.  It  is  not,  too  late  and  I  am  not,  too  tired.  I  want  to  hear  about  it,”  she  responded. 

I  brought  her  another  Chablis,  and  a  manhattan  for  me  this  time  and  started:  "As  a 
general  rule,  back  in  time  and  in  Hungary,  the  regular  customary  drink  was  wine.  Also 
for  a  youngster,  like  myself,  having  a  glass  of  wine  here  and  there  on  occasion  was  not  a 
big  deal.  There  was  no  such  law  as  age  limit  for  drinking  like  it  is  here  in  the  States. 

That  is  regardless  whether  it  is  good  or  bad.  Also  not  to  say  that  drinking  in  general  was 
not  a  social  problem,  because  the  truth  is  that  it  was." 

"Anyhow,”  I  continued  “this  particular  incident  happened  in  a  small  town,  where 
we  lived  at  the  time  just  after  the  war.  It  was  the  spring  of  1945,  and  World  War  n.  was 
ending.  Hungary  had  already  been  under  the  occupation  of  the  Red  Army  for  a  number 
of  months.  My  brother  and  his  friends  were  occupying  and  operating  a  tavern  and 
restaurant  in  the  center  of  this  small  town,  called  Kecskemet.  At  that  time  I  lived  with 
my  brother,  who  is  five  years  older  than  I  am.  We  had  a  place  in  the  same  building,  on 
the  second  floor.  To  get  to  the  point,  my  brother  and  his  friends  organized  a  big  party  to 
celebrate  the  ending  of  the  war.  They  invited  a  contingency  of  American  flyers  and  of 
course  a  number  of  local  girls,  all  within  the  same  age  group,  young  adults.  These 
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American  airmen  were  in  the  area  as  a  result  of  being  shot  down  during  aerial  combats.  I 
enjoyed  being  introduced  to  Hershey’s  chocolate,  and  was  amazed  by  their  equipment 
such  as  maps  made  of  silk.  By  the  way,  it  did  not  bother  me  that  there  was  a  rumor  that 
the  Hershey’s  chocolate  that  was  given  to  the  American  soldiers  contained  some  drug 
reducing  the  sexual  desire.  I  thought  it  just  tasted  wonderful.  (Since  then  my  taste  has 
been  refined  considerably).” 

“Anyway,  the  party  was  arranged  and  got  underway  with  plenty  of  food  and 
drink,  mostly  wine.  My  brother's  problem  was  what  to  do  with  me.  I  did  not  fit  in,  I  was, 
too  young  for  his  companions.  I  had  nobody  of  my  age  group,  and  could  not  be  sent 
anywhere  else.  So,  he  instructed  me  to  sit  in  a  particular  remote  comer,  'have  something 
to  eat,  a  glass  of  wine,  stay  there  and  do  not  bother  us!'  He  meant  one  glass  of  wine,  but  I 
had  a  bottle  in  my  possession.  I  was  enjoying  to  watch  the  party,  the  people  moving 
around,  the  dancing,  the  atmosphere,  as  the  American  airmen  and  the  girls  were  getting 
along  without  understanding  the  language.  With  nothing  else  to  do  I  drank  one  glass  of 
wine  after  another.  I  did  enjoy  myself,  and  I  do  not  know  how  many  glasses  I  had,  but  I 
do  remember  feeling  quite  dizzy.  I  was  telling  myself:  'I  think  I’ve  had  enough  of  the 
wine,  HI  just  finish  what  is  in  the  glass'.  I  do  not  remember,  whether  I  ever  finished  what 
was  in  the  glass,  but  I  do  remember  waking  up  in  the  other  room  with  my  brother 
standing  over  me,  being  very  angry  and  scolding  me:  'you  should  be  ashamed  of  what  the 
heck  you  did.  You  mined  the  party,  throwing  up  in  front  of  all  the  guests,  making  such  a 
mess  ...'.  I  really  felt  terrible,  first  of  all  physically.  I  had  a  horrible  headache  and 
hangover  for  the  following  number  of  days.  You  would  be  surprised,  this  feeling  is  still 
vivid.  Whenever  it  comes  to  mind  it  contributes  to  me  wanting  to  avoid  repeat.  I  guess 
the  memory  of  that  experience  is  strong  enough  that  thirty  years  passed  between  the  first 
and  the  second  times.  Maybe  the  second  was  the  last  time  of  being  so  dmnk,  as  to  pass 
out." 

“O.K.,  it  was  quite  interesting  and  definitely  unique.  I  enjoyed  listening  to  your 
story,  so  tell  me  know  about  your  second  time  of  being  really  dmnk.” 
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"Well,  if  you  really  want  to  hear  it.  It  was  not  that  long  ago  when  the  second  time 
happened  that  I  was  really  drunk.  This  was  the  fairly  typical  case  of  stopping  for  a  drink 
on  a  Friday  after  work.  It  started  just  with  one  colleague  for  one  drink.  We  went  to  a 
favorite  bar  close  by,  which  actually  was  quite  full  for  the  'happy  hour.'  We,  with  the 
friend  from  work,  wanted  just  to  unwind  by  bitching  and  complaining  about  the  boss,  the 
bad  decisions  and  happenings,  and  how  things  should  be  going.  I  got  for  myself  a 
manhattan.  I  felt  like  I  really  needed  it.  I  maybe  needed  just  one,  but  before  I  knew  it  the 
work  buddy  bought  the  next  round.  In  the  meantime  a  few  more  buddies  arrived,  joined 
us  and  they  bought  another  round,  and  then  another.  Well,  a  manhattan  is  'strong 
medicine'  anyway,  and  I  could  handle  two,  three  maybe  if  enough  time  passed  between. 
But,  it  was  more  than  three  or  four  even.  I  do  remember  tumbling  to  the  bathroom  and 
throwing  up,  and  almost  getting  punched  out  by  a  man  apparently  because  I  was  making 
a  pass  at  his  lady.  I  was  not  in  condition  to  drive,  but  I  did  anyway  and  I  luckily  made  it 
home,  which  was  just  a  few  blocks  away.  I  just  climbed  into  bed  with  my  clothes  on  to 
sleep  for  the  next  20  hours.  It  so  happened  that  on  that  Friday  evening  we  were  invited  to 
a  neighbor's  party,  but  of  course  I  never  made  it,  and  of  course  Chana  was  not  very  happy 
about  it  either.  That's  all  it  was.  but  ever  since  I  do  watch  my  manhattans,”  I  paused. 
“Well,  this  was  also  quite  interesting,  but  not  so  unique,”  Joan  concluded. 

Following  a  few  minutes  of  silence  I  added:  “Joan,  related  to  drinking  I  do  have 
one  more  comment.  Some  thing  that  happened  some  ...  let  me  see  ...  some  twelve  years 
ago  here  in  Rochester.  It  was  on  Gaby’s  16th  birthday.  Three  of  us,  Chana,  Gaby  and  I, 
went  to  a  nice  restaurant  on  top  of  the  Midtown  Tower,  to  celebrate  it.  We  ordered  a 
bottle  of  wine  for  the  nice  dinner  as  well.  The  waitress  asked  how  many  glasses  she 
should  bring.  We  answered:  ‘we  are  three  of  us,  thus  three.’  Then  she  asked  how  old 
the  ‘young  gentlemen’  was,  referring  to  Gaby.  We  said  his  age:  sixteen.  She  said  she 
was  sorry,  but  he  was  below  age  and  she  could  not  bring  a  glass  for  him.  Well,  we 
completely  forgot  that  here  in  the  US  there  was  such  thing  as  a  law  for  the  minimum  age 
to  drink  any  alcoholic  beverage.  The  poor  boy  could  not  have  a  glass  of  wine  for  his 
birthday.  He  just  watched  as  we  drank  to  his  health.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  just  recently  the 
age  limit  was  raised  to  21  years  from  1 8.  Was  it  not?  The  politicians  decided  it  as  a 
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solution  to  the  drunken  drivers.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  just  teaches  the  young  generation 
to  break  the  law,  since  there  is  no  young  person  who  would  not  have  a  few  glasses  of 
beer  before  they  reach  the  age  of  21 .  Well,  that  is  another  subject,  something  to  talk 
about  -  the  next  time.” 

“You  are  right,”  she  murmured.  “I  think  in  the  meantime  it  is  quite  late.  Time  to 
go.” 

“Yes  it  is,”  I  responded. 

“It  was  an  educational  evening.  I’ll  see  you.” 

We  got  up,  left,  and  parted. 
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5.  SKI  VACATION. 


It  was  a  fairly  typical  winter  weekday,  just  past  the  holidays,  the  start  of  a  new 
year,  1979.  The  time  was  exactly  two  minutes  to  noon.  Lunch  time  was  coming  up.  Our 
usual  lunch  group  was  gathering  at  the  hallway  of  our  offices,  which  happened  to  be  near 
the  exit  door.  We  were  ready  to  follow  the  daily  routine:  get  away  from  the  office  and 
the  factory,  make  a  break  for  lunch. 

"Looks  like  we  are  all  here.  Shall  we  go?  We  don't  want  to  be  late  for  lunch.” 
Dick  sounded  ready. 

"Even  Neil  has  made  it  already,  all  the  way  from  the  farthest  end  of  the  building. 
Looks  like  our  lucky  day,  everybody  made  it,  nobody  got  held  up.  Who  is  driving?”  I 
replied. 

'Til  drive.  For  six  of  us,  let's  take  my  Cadillac,”  Brian  volunteered. 

"Sure,  we  should  be  going  in  style.  Only  the  best  for  us,  Brian,”  I  said  on  our  way 
out  the  door  to  the  parking  lot.  “Where  are  you  parking?" 

Of  course,  he  had  parked  close  at  a  special  spot.  He  somehow  always  managed. 
Brian  is  a  "high  flying"  guy.  He  had  done  just  about  everything  in  life,  anywhere  from 
piloting  airplane  to  hunting  polar  bear  in  Alaska.  Nobody  knew  how  he  did  it,  and 
whether  he  really  does  all  those  things  he  tells  about.  However,  he  is  known  to  have  a 
large  stuffed  polar  bear  "greeting"  everyone  entering  his  apartment.  Apparently  he  was 
in  Vietnam,  and  wounded.  He  was  divorced  and  had  lots  of  girl  friends,  so  no  wonder 
when  Christmas  came,  the  day  before,  we  could  overhear  Brian  making  some  ten  phone 
calls  to  Western  Union.  He  was  sending  telegrams  as  holiday  greetings  to  that  many 
different  women  with  the  identical  messages:  "Honey  dear,  I  am  sorry  not  being  able  to 

spend  the  holidays  with  you . love  you."  Our  offices  were  in  a  converted  trailer 

separated  only  by  six-foot  dividers  providing  little  privacy.  He  gave  each  of  us  some  cute 
present,  just  to  be  nice  and  friendly.  I  guess  he  was  quite  insecure  and  needed  to  make  up 
for  it.  He  was  assigned  to  my  department  as  a  welding  engineer,  although  he  did  not 
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really  know  much  about  welding,  or  engineering  for  that  matter.  But,  Brian  called 
himself  "The  King",  and  he  certainly  was  a  character.  He  was  entertaining  and  generous 
but  probably  in  deep  debt.  On  the  way  to  the  restaurant,  Brian  told  us  about  how  on 
Christmas  Day  he  suddenly  decided  and  flew  with  his  girlfriend  to  Florida  for  a  few  days 
mini  vacation. 

Without  asking,  we  drove  to  our  usual  lunch  place,  a  quite  nice  and  reasonable 
restaurant-bar.  They  had  nice  waitresses,  too,  of  course.  They  knew  us,  and  the  table 
was  waiting  for  us.  The  other  important  factor:  they  served  alcoholic  beverages,  so 
Walter  could  have  his  brand  of  Scotch.  It  was  a  must.  We  looked  through  the  familiar 
menu  for  the  selection  to  make  the  big  decision  of  the  day,  what  to  have  for  lunch. 

Except  for  Neil,  he  had  his  standard:  grilled  cheese  sandwich,  every  day.  It  just  happened 
to  be  the  cheapest  item  on  the  menu,  too.  Neil  was  somewhat  frugal,  you  could  say  that. 
He  had  his  way  of  figuring  out  how  to  enjoy  things,  like  going  out  for  lunch,  at  the  least 
cost.  We  just  allowed  ourselves  what  it,  took,  enjoying  the  variety  of  the  food  as  well, 
along  with  the  change  of  scenery.  It  was  the  needed  get  away  from  the  hecticness  of  the 
all  day  job  situation,  in  order  to  continue  to  keep  going  past  midday.  It  may  sound 
dramatic,  but  it  was  a  good  excuse  anyway.  Some  of  us,  like  myself,  may  have  felt  the 
need  for  justification  for  this  kind  of  luxury.  However,  we  were  under  quite  a  bit  of 
pressure  on  the  job  to  do  all  the  things  were  demanded  of  us.  It  was  a  fairly  good  size 
manufacturing  facility  and  we  were  involved  in  engineering,  associated  with  production, 
meaning  schedules,  deadlines,  providing  answers  and  worry  about  priorities  of  what  to  do 
first,  and  being  right  at  least  most  of  the  time.  I,  myself  had  a  pretty  good  chunk  of 
responsibility  and  a  bunch  of  people  in  my  department.  They  included  Dick,  Walt  and 
Brian  of  this  friendly  lunch  group,  and  many  others.  Dick  joined  the  company  just  a  few 
months  before  I  did.  The  company  where  he  had  worked  for  some  twenty  years  or  more 
had  gone  out  of  business.  He  was  a  widower  (his  wife  died  of  cancer)  and  all  three  of  his 
children  grown.  He  is  some  ten  years  older  than  I  am.  Walt  and  Neil,  were  part  of  the 
product  design  engineering  department.  They  were  the  old  timers,  working  all  their  life 
for  this  very  same  company.  Ross,  who  only  occasionally  could  join  us,  was  also  fairly 
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new  and  was  manager  of  the  quality  control  department.  He,  with  his  family,  were  new 
comers  to  this  city. 

Dick  opened  up  the  conversation,  as  we  finished  flirting  with  our  waitress  and 
ordered  our  food.  “Well,  guys,  if  you  are  serious  about  it,  we  should  decide  on  the  ski 
week  we  talked  about.  Where  do  you  want  to  go,  and  when  of  course.  Before  summer,  I 
mean,  while  we  got  some  snow,  it  may  help." 

Walter  responded  “I  go  nowhere,  forget  skiing." 

"I  did  not  mean  you,”  Dick  turned  to  him  “I  am  sorry  Walt ...  and  Ross,  we  are 
again  talking  about  'our  favorite'  subject:  skiing,  but  this  is  what  winter  does  to  you." 

"It  is  O.K.,  Dick.  I  knew,  I  was  just  giving  you  a  hard  time.”  Walter  was 
reassuring  “Go  ahead.  Something  to  talk  about  it  anyway,  I  don't  really  mind  it." 

"Well,  Neil,  Brian,  what  do  you  guys  think?”  And  then  turning  to  me  “Av,  how 
about  you,  did  you  decide,  are  you  going  to  join  in  this  year?" 

"Yes,  I  definitely  intend  to,”  I  answered.  “But,  I  am  not  familiar  with  the  places 
anyway,  and  it  does  not  really  matter  when  exactly." 

"Ross,  what  about  you?  Any  desire  to  give  it  a  try,”  Dick  probed. 

"One  of  these  days,”  Ross  was  responding.  “I  like  to,  but  I  can  not  really,,  too 
many  other  obligations". 

"That's  O.K.,  so,  Killington?  Gore?  Or  maybe  a  new  place?" 

"I  heard  from  you  fellows  how  nice  Gore  was  last  year,”  I  added  my  two  cents 
worth  of  it. 

"Except,  there  is  no  night  life  really  at  Gore,  within  50  miles  radius,”  Brian  added 
his  comment. 

"We  can  do  lots  of  skiing  at  Gore.  It  is  also  much  more  reasonable,”  was  Neil's 
turn.  “It  is  right,  there  is  more  night  life  at  Killington,  and  nothing  wrong  with  that.  But 
on  the  other  hand.  Gore  is  very  nice,  and  there  is  enough  challenge  for  me.  It  might  be 
better  for  Av  for  the  first  time,”  Dick  was  stating  it,  then  continued  toward  me:  "You 
should  take  ski  lessons,  the  one  called  G.L.M.,  Graduated  Length  Method,  a  five  day 
course.  You  start  out  on  the  first  day  on  a  very  short  ski  to  make  it  much  easier  to  learn 
the  turning.  Every  day  you  will  have  a  little  longer  ski  until  the  last  day  it  is  full  size. 
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This  is  a  good  way  to  learn  the  techniques,  to  make  the  turns  and  keep  in  control,  I 
believe.  I,  took  the  same  last  year." 

"It  is  a  good  way,”  Neil  agreed.  “Gore  is  also  closer,  less  driving  to  get  there". 

"Looks  like  Gore  is  favored.  It  is  O.K.  with  me,”  Brian  agreed,  “I  suggest  to  stay 
at  the  Gore  Inn,  it  is  a  nice  place,  and  right  next  to  the  ski  area.  We  can  take  a  room  with 
four  beds.  It  won't  cost  that  much." 

We  also  came  to  the  conclusion  of  when:  the  second  week  of  February.  Figuring, 
it  would  be  past  the  so-called  January  thaw,  hoping  it  would  not  be,  too  cold,  but  with 
plenty  of  good  snow.  It  was  also  an  O.K.  week  to  avoid  the  winter  break  of  schools. 
Personally,  I  already  had  discussed  the  whole  subject  at  home,  with  Chana,  and  it  fit  the 
schedule.  Brian,  of  course,,  took  it  on  himself  to  make  the  reservation. 

All  in  good  time,  and  time  was  up.  We  felt  we  had  accomplished  something,  and 
now  "back  to  the  salt  mine."  The  job  was  waiting  for  us.  By  the  end  of  the  day,  Brian 
informed  us  our  reservation  at  Gore  Inn  was  confirmed. 

We  continued  to  talk  snow  and  ski  on  our  lunches,  most  of  the  time,  one  way  or 
another.  Poor  Walt  was  probably  bored,  but  he  was  patient  and  did  not  complain.  Ross 
did  not  come  often  enough  to  have  the  chance  to  complain.  Well,  sometimes  we  did  talk 
about  other  things,  too,  like  politics,  people  and  naturally  girls;  I  should  say  women. 

One  day  Dick  asked  me  if  I  had  ever  tried  skiing  before  in  the  old  country. 

"Is  skiing  known  there,”  he  asked. 

"Well,  I  don't  know  how  much  they  ski  over  there  these  days,  under 
communism,”  I  answered.  “I  presume  there  must  be  some,  but  probably  it  is  not  as  much 
and  as  well  developed  and  as  popular  as  here  in  the  States.” 

"Was  there  any  in  your  time?”  he  showed  curiosity. 

"Yes,  there  was,  but  in  a  primitive  way,  back  in  the  forties.  I  know,  because,  to 
answer  your  original  question,  I  did  try  it  then.  Well,  kind  of  tried  it  a  few  times.” 

"What  do  you  mean,  kind  of?”  Dick  continued  to  probe. 

"It  was  maybe  in  1948,  when  I  lived  in  the  Buda  side  of  Budapest,  in  a  house  on 
the  hills.  It  just  so  happened,  there  was  a  pair  of  skis  I  could  use.  Of  course,  at  that  time, 
just  like  here,  the  skis  were  made  of  wood.  You  mounted  them  with  spring  loaded 
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bindings  at  the  back  of  regular  hiking  boots,  while  the  front  was  held  like  in  a  trap. 

There  was  not  any  kind  of  formal  ski  slope  or  tow  to  take  you  up.  I  was  climbing  to  the 
top  of  a  hill,  long  walk  up  and  a  quick  slide  down.  I  did  that  a  good  number  of  times,  and 
that  is  when  I  really  fell  in  love  with  skiing.  However,  I  have  to  admit  it  is  much  more 
fun  with  all  this  modem  equipment  on  your  feet  and  the  lift  that  takes  you  up,”  I 
answered. 

Walt  entered  the  discussion,  turning  to  me.  “You  are  from  Hungary,  are  you  not." 

"Yes,  I  am,  that  is  where  I  was  bom." 

"Did  you  leave  Hungary  when  they  had  that  uprising  ...  when  was  it,  in  1956?  It 
was  when  so  many  Hungarians  came  to  this  country.  Is  that  when  you  came?”  he 
continued  asking. 

"No.  Not  at  all,”  I  answered.  “I  left  Hungary  in  1949,  but  then  I  went  to  Israel 
first  for  a  while  before  coming  to  the  USA." 

"Oh,  yes.  Sure,  I  knew  that  you  lived  in  Israel,  just  kind  of  forgot.  I  just  did  not 
know  when  you  left  Hungary.”  He  paused. 

Neil  picked  up  the  word:  "How  did  you  leave  Hungary,  then?  Did  they,  the 
communists,  let  people  out,  to  emigrate,  go  to  Israel  or  anywhere?" 

"No,  at  that  time  already  the  iron  curtain  had  already  come  down.  I  did  not  get 
out  of  Hungary  with  a  passport." 

"How  did  you  leave  then?" 

"Illegally.  Sneaking  across  the  borders  in  the  darkness  of  the  night." 

"Did  you,  really?" 

"Not  just  that,  I  actually  'worked'  in  that  line  of  transporting  people  across  the 
borders  that  were  closed  down.  It  was  within  the  Zionist  movement.  I  helped  quite  a  few 
people  emigrate  to  freedom  this  way,"  - 1  was  priding  myself. 

It,  took  a  few  more  lunches  to  tell  the  story,  to  provide  some  more  insight  into  that 
piece  of  my  past. 


In  the  years  immediately  following  the  Allied  victory  and  the  fall  of  the  German 
occupation  and  Nazi  influence,  we  enjoyed  not  only  freedom  of  activities  but  even 
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support  from  the  government.  However,  this  rapidly  and  drastically  changed  with  the 
domination  of  the  Soviet  backed  communist  regime  strengthening  its  grip  on  the  country. 
The  Zionist  movement  went  from  friend  to  foe  in  the  eyes  of  the  communist  government. 
We  were  officially  closed  down  as  a  subversive  organization.  So,  the  movement  went 
underground.  We  continued  our  activities  in  secret  and  in  hiding.  We  used  assumed 
names,  obscure  locations  and  private  apartments  changing  them  frequently.  It  included 
our  day-by-day  living  arrangements.  At  the  same  time  the  flow  of  emigration  came  to  a 
screeching  halt  and  the  people  of  the  country  were  shut  in.  So,  we  got  into  organizing 
illicit  emigration.  How  was  it  done?  We  traveled  down  to  the  villages  to  look  for  routes 
across  the  borders.  The  direction  was  toward  the  West,  of  course,  and  to  get  to  Vienna, 
Austria,  which  borders  Hungary.  The  technique  was  to  make  contact  with  the  villagers, 
find  the  peasants  that  knew  those  trails  that  led  across  to  the  other  side.  One  way  was  to 
go  to  village  taverns  to  put  the  feeler  out  and  find  your  man,  the  would  be  guide.  Then 
you  bargained  with  him  and  made  the  arrangements.  Back  in  the  city  you  were 
organizing  the  candidates  that  were  fit  to  form  a  particular  emigrating  group.  The  groups 
were  small,  depending  on  the  routes  taken.  The  participants  were  mostly  members  of  the 
movement,  generally  young,  idealistic  people.  These  were  our  concern.  However,  these 
people  were  not  doing  very  well  monetarily.  But,  there  were  others,  not  only  Zionists, 
who  wanted  to  go,  to  leave  the  country  and  had  the  money  required.  We,  in  the  name  of 
the  movement  received  and  provided  monetary  assistance,  which  was  originated  from  the 
newly  established  Israeli  consulate.  But  since  it  was  quite  an  expensive  enterprise,  the 
help  given  was  not  enough.  By  taking  rich  people  who  could  pay,  we  also  could  sponsor 
those  that  did  not  have  the  resources.  However,  we  did  let  those  involved  know  our 
technique. 

One  of  the  challenges  was  to  suit  the  group  and  the  actual  road.  It  was  usually 
quite  strenuous,  and  could  involve  long  and  difficult,  sometimes  dangerous  walk.  One  of 
my  jobs  was  to  provide  the  necessary  instructions  and  directions.  It  included  the  timing 
and  the  place  to  make  the  contact  with  our  man  in  the  field.  Sometimes  I  physically 
brought  the  group  to  the  guide.  There  were  all  kinds  of  things  to  consider,  including 
behavior.  I  remember  a  comical  scene,  when  one  time  a  family  of  the  type  that  had  the 
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money  came  to  the  meeting  place  ready  to  take  off.  They  came  dressed  like  hikers  with 
all  colored  socks,  and  sweaters,  hiking  boots  and  backpacks.  They  were  ready  for  a  hike 
across  the  border.  It  was  a  clear  give  away,  appearing  at  a  border  village  dressed  like 
that.  Sure,  they  were  sent  back  home  to  change,  but  from  then  on,  that  type  acquired  the 
nick-name  of  Canaries,  for  their  colorful  appearance. 

Some  other  everyday  difficulties  could  arise,  like  car  trouble.  I  had  a  Fiat  1 000  to 
go  around  in.  It  was  an  expanded  version  that  could  take  six  passengers  to  suit  our  needs. 
Then,  at  that  time,  I  did  not  know  much  about  cars  either.  On  one  occasion,  late  in  the 
afternoon,  I,  took  off  with  a  full  load  of  aspirants  through  some  mountainous  roads 
toward  the  border.  Except,  I  had  no  electrical  charge  and  the  battery  of  the  car  weakened 
quickly.  So  I  had  no  head  lights  on  the  dark  winding  roads.  Then  I  remembered,  I  did 
have  a  flash  light  which  was  used  by  my  right  hand  passenger  at  the  front  to  illuminate 
the  side  of  the  road.  The  last  thing  we  needed  was  an  added  adventure  and  to  come 
across  some  police  asking  questions.  Of  course,  the  tension  was  running  high  and  extra 
worry  set  in,  but  we  kept  going.  Luckily,  I  did  make  it  to  the  meeting  point  where  I 
dropped  off  the  people,  transferring  them  to  the  guide’s  care.  Furthermore,  I  somehow 
made  it  back  a  distance,  far  enough  to  some  safety.  It  was  close  to  the  village,  where  my 
car  completely  gave  in.  There  was  a  telephone  where  I  could  call  for  assistance.  But  the 
phone  call  gave  a  clue  to  my  parents  as  to  what  I  was  involved  in.  However,  the  main 
thing  was,  that  the  people  were  on  their  way  O.K.;  I  got  the  word  from  the  returning 
guide. 


The  situation  was  becoming  increasingly  difficult,  as  the  iron  curtain  rapidly  came 
down.  Barbed  wire  fence  was  constructed  at  the  Austro-Hungarian  border.  So,  when  one 
of  the  groups  was  taking  off,  along  with  directions  I  gave  them  wire  cutters  to  use.  One 
of  the  guys  asked  what  it  was  for.  He  was  not,  too  happy  with  the  explanation,  for  which 
he  could  not  be  blamed,  too  much.  When  I  assured  him  that  the  watchtowers  were  not  in 
operation  yet,  and  the  personnel  mines  were  not  in  place  yet,  he  was  ready  to  try  it, 
anyway.  They  did  get  through  all  right,  which  was  always  deep  concern  in  the  days  that 
followed  the  groups’  departure.  Nevertheless,  this  was  the  last  group  going  to  Austria  on 
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the  direct  route  west.  From  then  on,  all  the  routes  were  going  via  Czechoslovakia.  This 
meant  first  crossing  the  border  north  and  traveling  to  Bratislava.  It  was  in  the  south-west 
comer  of  Czechoslovakia.  There  we  could  make  a  stop,  spend  a  couple  of  days  and  cross 
the  border  (also  illegally)  to  Vienna,  Austria. 

Was  the  whole  thing  risky?  Sure  it  was.  We  could  end  up  being  caught  and 
thrown  into  jail.  Some  of  us  actually  were  not  that  lucky  and  were  caught,  tried  and  spent 
some  ten  or  more  years  behind  bars.  I  don't  know  anybody  that  got  killed.  However,  I 
am  not  sure,  while  I  was  'working'  in  this  line,  whether  I  fully  realized  the  risk  I  was  in. 
But,  I  was  young,  an  idealist  and  maybe  the  excitement  and  adventure  overshadowed  the 
chance  I  was  taking.  It  was  kind  of  romantic.  Nevertheless,  I  was  very  careful  and  tried 
my  best  to  do  these  activities  in  such  a  way  as  to  avoid  the  downfall.  I  guess  that  some 
luck  and  being  aware,  watching  out  contributed  to  the  fact  that  I  survived  it.  We  did 
work  in  cells  and  as  a  team.  I  did  not  really  count,  but  I  would  guesstimate  one  to  two 
hundred  people  left  on  their  way  to  the  West  on  my  account.  It  included  my  own  sister 
and  Chana  -  my  girlfriend  then  and  future  wife.  My  sister  actually  was  involved  with  and 
tried  to  advance  on  the  communist  side.  She  wanted  to  participate  in  a  seminar,  but  was 
rejected  because  of  her  middle  class  background.  She  also  learned  of  my  intention;  so 
one  day  she  came  to  me  and  said:  "If  you  leave  here  to  go  to  Israel,  I  want  to  go,  too."  So 
she  did  with  one  of  the  groups  a  week  later. 

At  one  point,  we  could  not  go  on  for  much  longer  before  the  authorities,  the  secret 
police,  would  close  in  on  us.  We  started  feeling  the  heat.  There  were  more  and  more 
signs  that  we  were  trailed.  Inquiries  made  by  agents  became,  too  frequent.  One  day  the 
detectives  appeared  in  the  apartment  where  I  supposedly  lived.  Fortunately  I  was  not 
'home,'  as  a  cautionary  measure.  I  did  not  really  stay  long,  maybe  a  half  an  hour,  and  I 
did  not  really  sleep  there  either.  Among  the  other  places  I  was  staying  over  was  at  my 
future  mother-in-law’s  house,  since  Chana  had  already  left  the  country.  Learning  about 
the  detective’s  visit,  that  was  it;  I  did  not  go  to  that  'home'  at  all  any  more.  It  was  time  for 
myself  to  leave  before  it  was,  too  late.  Two  days  later  I  was  invited  for  a  “good-by 
supper”  by  my  parents.  This  was  my  last  supper  with  them  in  my  motherland.  It 


57 


included  my  brother,  despite  the  fact  that  he  was  joining  the  communist  side.  It  did  cause 
some  reluctance  on  my  part  to  involve  him  in  my  departure.  As  I  left,  I  circled  the  square 
in  front  of  our  house  with  the  Fiat  1000,  as  if  to  say  good-by.  Then  I  drove  to  the  train 
station,  parked  the  car  and  left  it  there  for  someone  else  to  pick  it  up.  With  the  last  of  my 
arrangements,  I  joined  the  group  for  the  journey  out  of  Hungary. 

This  was  a  small  group  of  five.  Each  of  us  independently,  took  the  same  train 
from  Budapest,  going  north  to  a  village,  just  seven  to  eight  miles  south  of  the  border  with 
Czechoslovakia.  We  were  traveling  in  regular  street  clothes,  with  only  a  briefcase, 
separately  to  avoid  drawing  attention  and  automatically  becoming  victims  if  one  of  us  got 
caught.  Upon  arrival  at  the  village,  following  prearranged  signals,  we  sighted  our  guide 
and  walked  to  a  particular  house.  We  were  successful  to  avoid  detection  and  anybody 
following  us.  After  dinner,  when  darkness  set  in  we  started  out  on  our  route.  Our  guide 
led  us  through  the  fields  in  constantly  drizzling  rain,  which  was  favoring  us.  When  we 
were  approaching  the  border,  he  forewarned  us  to  pay  particular  attention  to  avoid  the 
border  guards.  Fifteen  miles  or  so  later,  at  dawn,  we  were  at  a  train  station  on  the 
opposite  side,  in  Czechoslovakia.  He  bought  our  train  tickets,  and  provided  last  minute 
instructions  on  how  to  get  to  Bratislava.  The  one  thing  we  needed  to  remember:  we  did 
not  speak  the  language  there  -  Slovakian  that  is.  We  had  a  new  guide  and  used  sign 
language  and  head  nodding  between  us.  We  kept  low  key  and  distance  between  us.  It 
was  the  afternoon  when  we  arrived  in  Bratislava,  which  is  a  large  city  on  the  north  shore 
of  the  Danube,  on  the  Austrian  border.  There,  we  walked  to  a  house  which  was  our  safe 
haven.  It  belonged  to  the  Czechoslovakian  Zionist  movement,  with  which  we  were 
coordinating  our  activities.  At  this  point  all  the  activities  were  their  responsibility.  The 
international  connection,  you  could  say.  My  sister  was  still  there,  in  the  same  house.  The 
reunion  with  her  was  of  course  a  delight,  but  my  girlfriend  already  left  for  Vienna. 

It  would  be  two  or  three  weeks  before  the  second  half  of  the  journey  came  about. 
All  that  time,  we  all  had  to  stay  inside  the  house  in  hiding.  It  was  crowded,  but  still  it  had 
to  be  acceptable.  We  made  the  best  of  it.  We  were  just  marking  time,  until  we  moved 
on.  When  the  time  came,  once  again,  it  was  evening.  When  we,  took  off,  it  was  under 
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the  cover  of  darkness.  As  the  city  quieted  down,  we,  took  the  last  run  of  the  street  car  to 
the  very  outskirts  of  the  city,  following  our  guide.  First,  we  walked  through  dark  and 
deserted  streets,  followed  by  trails  along  fields  of  com  and  wheat.  You  just  had  to  know 
your  way  around,  which  is  why  the  guide  was  needed.  Crossing  the  border  itself  seemed 
to  be  almost  routine.  This  was  only  like  4-5  miles  and  we  were  in  Austria.  We  came  to 
a  highway,  where  we  waited  at  the  roadside.  But  still,  we  needed  to  be  very  careful,  as  it 
was  still  the  Soviet  zone.  Soon  a  taxi  arrived;  we  piled  in  quickly.  It  drove  us  halfway 
some  twenty  miles  from  Vienna,  where  we  were  supposed  to  wait  for  him  to  return  and 
take  us  the  rest  of  the  way.  He  had  to  go  back  and  pick  up  a  second  group.  It  was  still 
young  into  the  night.  The  hiding  place  where  we  were  "camping  out"  off  the  highway, 
next  to  the  river  Danube,  just  happened  to  be  a  marshland.  However,  we  ended  up 
waiting  all  night  and  he  never  made  it  back.  We  came  under  attack  by  millions  of 
mosquitoes  all  over  our  bodies  and  faces  no  matter  how  hard  we  tried  to  cover  ourselves 
and  defend  ourselves.  There  probably  was  not  a  square  millimeter  area  left  on  us  without 
being  bitten.  Of  course,  forget  any  sleep;  it  was  a  long  night.  When  the  first  light 
appeared,  we  realized  we  could  not  stay  there.  We  would  be  noticed  and  discovered.  So, 
some  action  had  to  be  taken;  we,  took  a  chance  on  the  best  possible  option,  as  risky  as  it 
was.  We  walked  to  the  nearest  village,  trying  to  blend  in  with  the  early  morning 
travelers.  We,  took  a  train  to  Vienna,  where  we  changed  quickly  to  the  subway  into  the 
downtown  area  itself.  We  were  quiet  and  sober,  covering  ourselves  and  keeping  within 
eye  contact  in  some  distance  to  each  other.  On  the  subway,  as  we  were  riding,  suddenly 
our  guide  broke  the  silence  and  started  talking  quite  loudly  in  Hungarian;  just  about 
shouting  at  us  and  trying  to  bring  us  together.  We  were  terrified,  what  was  he  trying  to 
do  now,  get  us  discovered  just  when  we  made  it  so  far?  To  our  panicky  questions,  he  just 
as  loudly  informed  us:  "Relax,  you  people  do  not  have  to  worry  any  more!  No  matter  if 
everybody  else  knows,  too!  Here,  we  are  riding  now  in  the  American  Occupation  Zone, 
we  are  in  the  Western  world,  and  you  people  made  it  to  freedom!"  With  whatever  energy 
we  had  left  we  rejuvenated,  and  our  expressions  quickly  changed  to  big  smiles.  When  we 
looked  around  we  noticed  the  whole  subway  car  was  smiling  with  us.  As  we  learned 
later,  the  other  group  was  not  as  lucky;  they  were  caught  and  taken  back  to  Hungary. 

That  is  why  the  taxicab  never  made  it  back  to  us.  Ten  minutes  later  we  were  at  a  shelter 
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home  for  refugees,  which  called  the  Rothschild  Hospital.  That  was  the  place  where 
Chana,  my  girlfriend  was.  It  was  still  early  morning;  although  hardly  awake  nevertheless 
she  jumped  up  with  joy  and  a  big  welcoming  kiss.  Then  suddenly,  kind  of  dropping  me 
and  looking  at  my  face  she  exclaimed:  "Oh,  my  God!  What  happened  to  you?  You  all 
red,  full  of  spots."  It  did  not  matter  at  all,  nothing  else  mattered  other  than  the  feeling  of 
making  it  and  becoming  free. 

Chana  and  I  were  experiencing  a  most  enjoyable  time  in  Vienna.  It  was  our 
honeymoon,  even  if  it  was  before  we  were  getting  married.  It  was  a  celebration  to  put  the 
past  and  fear  behind  us;  to  enjoy  every  minute  of  the  newly  acquired  freedom  and  no 
worry.  All  I  had  to  do,  which  Chana  had  already  done  was  go  to  the  police  and  turn 
myself  in.  I  admitted  illegally  crossing  the  border  and  asked  for  political  asylum.  It  was 
cost  me  a  fine  of  ten  dollars,  and  in  turn  I  received  an  Austrian  I.D.,  a  kind  of  visa 
making  me  legally  being  there.  Oh,  yes,  we  had  to  be  careful  do  not  to  stray  into  the 
Soviet  zone,  where  we  could  be  still  caught  and  made  to  disappear.  It  did  happen  to 
people.  But  then,  who  would  want  to  go  there  anyway?  It  was  so  strikingly  different. 

The  Soviet  or  eastern  zone  was  empty  of  people,  empty  of  merchandize,  lifeless.  When 
the  evening  came  it  was  dark,  too,  literally.  In  the  western  zone  it  was  already  like  there 
had  never  been  a  war,  except  for  the  sight  of  the  so  called  four  powers  patrol  cars  driving 
through  the  streets.  Life  seemed  to  be  at  its  fullest,  with  stores,  restaurants,  all  places  full 
and  busy  with  people  and  activities.  In  a  couple  of  weeks  after  my  arrival  my  sister  was 
traveling  trough  on  a  train  (equipped  with  some  “legal  papers”)  directly  from  Bratislava 
to  Italy  to  board  a  ship  to  Israel  and  the  kibbutz.  Chana  and  I  met  my  sister  at  the  train 
station  and  we  enjoyed  seeing  her.  We  continued  to  enjoy  ourselves  for  a  month  or  so. 
We  had  a  great  time  in  our  first  taste  of  the  western  world. 


Back  to  the  reality  of  our  time.  This  was  my  first  season  to  get  fully  involved  in 
skiing,  specifically  downhill  skiing.  For  me  it  was  like  many  years  of  dreams  come  true. 
Fifteen  years  of  living  in  Israel,  a  country  of  subtropical  warm  climate,  where  was  no 
skiing.  Afterward,  until  now,  fifteen  years  of  living  here  in  the  States.  I  had  been 
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preoccupied  with  going  to  evening  college  and  raising  my  family;  I  neither  had  the  time 
nor  the  means  for  skiing.  Now  that  was  changing,  my  schooling  was  over,  the  kids  were 
growing  and  soon  becoming  full-fledged  teenagers;  time  flies  by  (even  when  you  are  not 
always  having  fun).  Now  was  the  time,  before  was,  too  late,  before  I  was  over  the  hill 
and  going  down  the  other  side  of  it.  I  was  not  ready,  far  from  it  to  give  up  life  yet 
regardless  of  age.  That  is  without  giving  much  thought  to  mid-life  crises  and  such 
implications.  I  just  felt  like  it  was  something  I  really  wanted  to  do.  On  top  of  that  just  by 
some  strange  coincidence,  those  work  buddies  of  mine  were  somewhat  of  ski  enthusiasts 
themselves.  So  when  ski  season  came,  what  did  we  talk  about  on  those  lunches,  but  ski 
stories.  This  was  also  a  good  way  to  beat  the  winter  blahs  and  not  resenting  the  white 
stuff,  called  snow.  Neil  was  a  very  old-time  skier,  as  was  Brian.  Dick  had  gotten 
involved  some  three  years  ago.  Although  Dick's  life  story  represented  entirely  different 
circumstances  than  mine,  nevertheless  he  fell  into  a  similar  spell  like  myself.  I  had  a 
couple  of  try-outs  last  year  to  light  the  fire,  but  this  season  I  acquired  my  equipment  and 
plunged  into  it.  I  went  good  number  of  times  to  local,  small  ski  slopes  to  get  my  feet 
really  wet.  I  certainly  did.  Now,  I  was  eager  for  the  big  one  -  a  full  week  of  skiing,  on  a 
large  "real"  ski  area.  The  saying  was,  that  is  what  real  skiing  is  about,  separating  the 
'amateurs'  from  the  'serious'  skiers.  My  excitement  had  culminated  by  the  time  the 
second  week  of  February  finally  arrived,  which  of  course  felt  like  months  of  agonizing 
wait.  The  Sunday  came,  indeed,  and  it  was  time  to  take  off  to  Gore  Mountain  in  the 
southeastern  Adirondacks,  some  five  hours  drive. 

The  drive  was  uneventful.  As  I  left  home  there  were  some  guilty  feelings  with 
me.  It  was  the  first  time  I  was  going  on  a  vacation  on  my  own,  not  as  a  family  activity. 
But  then,  the  family  did  leave  me  for  vacation  ample  of  times.  However,  they  had  the 
time  off  to  do  it,  so  they  could.  My  vacation  time  was  always  limited,  mostly  to  two 
weeks  a  year.  Not  much.  Anyway,  by  the  time  I  made  it  to  the  mountains  I  was 
successful  in  convincing  myself  that  it  was  O.K.,  so  there  was  no  any  feeling  of  guilt 
left.  Dick  and  Neil  were  already  there  at  the  lodge  when  I  arrived.  I  did  not  have  any 
problem  finding  the  place.  The  last  portion  of  the  road  was  beautiful  between  the 
gleaming  white,  snow  covered  mountains,  along  the  ice  covered  streams.  The  lodge  was 
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impressive,  with  separate  cottage  like  buildings,  two  separate  rooms  in  each.  Ours  was  a 
little  up  on  the  hill,  a  nice  setting.  The  room  was  big  enough,  comfortable  with  the 
bathroom  at  one  end.  Neil  welcomed  me  with  a  glass  of  his  own  home  made  wine,  but  it 
was  at  dinner  by  the  time  he  inquired  about  Brian. 

"Where  is  Brian,  wasn’t  he  supposed  to  come  with  you?”  he  asked. 

Dick  and  I  looked  at  each  other.  Finally  Dick  turned  to  Neil:  "I  guess  you  don't 
know.  Brian  is  not  working  for  the  company  anymore.  Although,  he  still  wanted  to 
come,  but  we  discouraged  him." 

"Did  he  quit  himself,  get  a  better  job  or  something?" 

"Not  really,  he  was  fired,”  Dick  answered. 

"What  happened?”  Neil  seemed  flabbergasted. 

"It  happened  barely  a  week  ago,  and  he  was  let  go  on  the  spot,”  I  got  into 
explaining.  “I’ll  tell  you  what  happened;  actually,  it  is  hard  to  believe.  One  day,  he  came 
in  and  announced  to  us  that  we  should  be  congratulating  him,  since  now  he  is  a  graduated 
engineer.  He  received  his  degree.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  was  saying,  he  obtained  both 
his  bachelors  and  masters  degrees  from  Ohio  University.  To  our  surprised  question  how 
he  did  it,  he  just  stated  factually  how  he  was  forging  the  diplomas.  He  actually  falsified 
documents  and  did  not  seem  to  understand  that  it  was  a  crime.  Neither  did  he  seem  to 
comprehend  that  to  graduate  has  implications  of  acquiring  the  knowledge,  too,  and  not 
only  the  paper." 

"Brian  was  stupid  enough  even  to  tell  everybody  about  it,”  Dick  injected.  “He  told 
not  only  us,  but  just  about  everybody  else  in  the  shop  looking  for  recognition  and 
congratulations." 

"It  is  hard  to  believe,  someone  would  do  such  thing.  But,  I  never  new  about 
Brian,  the  King,  ha...  ha...”  Neil  commented  corrosively. 

"What  was  bothersome,  on  top  of  it,  he  put  all  of  us  in  an  uncomfortable  and 
delicate  situation,”  I  continued.  “When  he  was  informed  about  being  fired,  he  did  not 
understand  why.  His  reaction  was,  'I  was  not  about  to  ask  for  a  raise,  as  a  result  of  my 
new  degrees.'" 

"Something  wrong  with  him,”  Neil  added. 
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"Definitely  an  unusual,  not  an  everyday  guy,”  Dick  was  softening.  “Either  case, 
whatever,  something  to  talk  about." 

"You  know  guys,  what  was  the  funniest,”  it  was  my  turn  to  add,  ’’when  at  one 
point  I  asked  him,  rather  sarcastically,  'how  come  you  did  not  arrange  for  your  Ph.D.,  too, 
might  as  well.'  He  answered  with  the  most  serious  expression  on  his  face:  'I  did  not  want 
to  be  over  qualified.'  I  assume  he  meant  it,  just  the  way  he  said  it.  He  could  not  see  the 
irony  in  it  at  all." 

Meantime,  we  were  back  at  our  room.  The  dinner  was  plenty  and  delicious.  It 
was  time  to  retire.  Tomorrow  morning  we  should  be  ready  for  the  slopes.  "If  we  go 
early  enough,  on  time  when  they  open  up,  we  can  make  a  run  before  lining  up  for  the 
classes”  Neil  insisted.  “Good  night,  guys." 

The  first  day  surely  measured  up  to  my  anticipation  in  every  respect.  The  inn, 
where  we  were  staying,  was  fitting  the  image  of  the  exemplary  ski  lodge  I  was 
envisioning.  The  main  building  with  the  dining  room  and  lounge  area  had  a  huge 
fireplace  at  the  center  wall,  while  a  small  fireplace  at  a  cozy  comer.  It  had  the  mstic 
appearance,  including  the  furniture  and  benches  around  the  fireplace  with  nice  old 
fashioned  decor  all  around.  The  serving  was  first  class,  still  the  atmosphere  casual.  All 
this  was,  of  course,  very  nice  trimming  and  part  of  the  fun,  but  the  main  thing  is  still  out 
there  where  the  elements  are,  the  cold  and  the  snow  on  the  slopes;  at  least  for  most  of  us 
"real  skiers".  There  are  some  people  coming  to  spend  most  if  not  all  their  time  in  the 
lodge,  drinking,  flirting,  partying.  They  would  not  come  to  Gore.  But  talking  about  the 
elements,  we  were  lucky  as  far  as  the  weather  was  concerned.  Although  it  could  have 
been  better  with  more  fresh  snow,  but  it  still  was  plenty.  Thanks  to  modem  technology  it 
was  well  groomed,  artificially  added  to  and  kept  in  good  condition.  The  temperature  was 
not,  too  cold,  just  enough.  We  needed  to  be  warmly  dressed,  which  we  were.  It  was 
clear,  crisp  in  the  morning,  sunny  in  general.  Great  days!  It  went  by  fast.  A  full  eight 
hours  did  not  feel  like  eight  hours,  somehow  not  like  eight  hours  of  work.  The  Graduated 
Length  Method  classes,  took  the  whole  morning.  We  did  break  for  a  short,  maybe  twenty 
minutes  lunch,  and  then  back  to  the  variety  of  slopes:  taking  the  lift  up,  making  a  choice 
which  mn  to  take.  Then  slide,  negotiate  it  down,  without  taking,  too  much  of  a  spill, 


63 


which  happened  plenty  of  times.  It  was  winter,  the  days  were  short  and  soon  enough 
4:30  arrived,  when  the  last  ride  up  could  be  taken.  You  tried  to  figure  out  how  to  just 
make  it  before  the  lifts  were  shutting  down,  so  to  have  another  run  down  the  slopes. 

We  were  back  at  the  lodge  for  a  cocktail,  to  start  the  evening.  It  was  a  good  way 
to  change  from  the  outdoor  to  the  indoor,  and  from  physical  recreation  and  exertion  to 
relaxation  and  resting  up.  You  meet  people,  exchange  impressions  and  comments. 
Following  that  there  is  time  enough  for  some  rest  in  our  rooms,  to  read  and/or  nap  before 
dinner. 

By  the  time  we  got  up,  changed,  and  sat  down  at  our  table  in  the  dining  room,  we 
were  more  than  hungry  enough  and  ready  for  our  splendid  dinner  to  be  served. 

"Well,  Av,”  Dick  turned  to  me,  “how  do  you  like  this  place?  Is  it  to  your 
expectation?" 

"Very  much  so,  and  more,“  I  answered  promptly,  without  hesitation.  “It  is  much 
larger  than  I  imagined,  and  I  am  sure  I  did  not  even  cover  the  whole  territory.  I  like  those 
long  runs,  where  you  keep  going  for  quite  a  while.  You  do  have  choices  and  possibilities 
to  match  your  level  and  mood.  The  whole  thing,  including  this  lodge  is  just  wonderful  to 
me." 

"How  was  your  class?  What  did  you  learn,  and  how  did  you  like  the  short  ski?” 
Neil  asked,  getting  down  to  the  nitty-gritty. 

"The  class  is  fine.  It  looks  like  variety  of  people,  with  different  prior  experiences. 
Of  course,  the  short  ski  is  kind  of  funny,  but  I  am  definitely  learning,”  I  replied. 

"How  about  you,  Dick?  You  are  taking  some  classes,  too,  aren't  you?”  Neil 
turned  now  to  Dick. 

"Oh,  yes.  I  made  it  to  level  three.  I  am  an  intermediate  skier  now.  There  is  still 
plenty  to  learn,  but  I  feel  I  am  making  progress.  I  think  the  teacher  is  really  good.  She 
knows  what  she  is  doing,”  Dick  responded.  “How  did  you  make  out,  Neil?" 

Now,  it  was  his  turn  to  report:  "Well,  in  the  morning,  I  tried  to  see  if  they  needed 
ski  patrol,  so  I  could  do  that  and  save  the  lift  fee.  But  they  have  enough  people  of  their 
own.  In  the  afternoon  I  made  three  runs  with  the  gondola  to  the  top.  Clocking  it,  it,  took 
me  35  minutes  of  pushing  to  make  it  down  in  one  swing."  Neil  really  had  been  a  ski 
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patrol  for  some  twenty  years  now  at  "home",  the  local  ski  area  called  Bristol  Mountain. 
This  allowed  him  free  skiing  all  season.  Although  it  also  meant,  when  he  was  scheduled 
he  had  to  go  no  matter  how  miserable  the  weather  conditions  might  have  be.  In  the 
course  of  time  he  had  to  participate  in  training  and  practices  as  well.  He  was  a  very  good 
skier,  too,  and  was  very  helpful  to  Dick  and  me.  He  showed  us  some  useful  tricks,  and 
provided  some  coaching  and  directions  to  enhance  our  skiing  ability. 

We  established  kind  of  a  routine.  We  had  a  fairly  early  breakfast  and  right  after 
we  made  the  first  run  together,  just  before  class.  The  class,  took  a  few  more  runs  the 
session,  so  we  got  to  know  each  other.  We  were  at  similar  level,  made  it  nice  to  practice 
what  we  learned.  It  was  also  nice  to  ski  with  the  good  looking,  young  and  friendly 
stewardess  from  the  class.  “How  lucky  you  can  be,  ...  except  that  she  has  her  boyfriend 
around,  who  is  an  expert  skier. ,  too  bad  ...  “I  was  teased  about.  The  three  of  us,  Dick, 
Neil  and  myself,  met  for  lunch  at  the  base  lodge  of  the  ski  area.  In  the  afternoon  it 
varied.  We  were  skiing  the  three  of  us  together,  joining  with  others  we  met,  or  just  by 
ourselves  experimenting  and  practicing  on  different  terrain.  The  going  up  on  the  lift  had 
its  nice  touch  of  meeting  people,  talking  and  getting  to  know  about  them  and  their 
experiences  with  skiing  mostly,  of  course.  On  the  other  hand,  the  lifts  presented  their 
own  challenge  of  getting  on  and  off.  For  the  afternoon  runs  I  had  my  own  regular  skis 
back  on  me,  instead  of  the  shorter  ones.  It  was  already  Wednesday  when  Neil  and  Dick, 
took  me  up  on  the  gondola  to  the  top  of  the  mountain.  The  ride  itself  and  being  on  the 
top  was  a  spectacular  experience.  The  view  over  many  miles  of  snow  covered  mountain 
ranges  and  valleys  was  most  lovely.  This  was  the  upper  half  of  Gore  mountain  with 
much  more  difficult,  steeper  slopes.  I  guess,  I  made  progress  being  able  to  tackle  them. 
We  lived  our  life,  like  in  a  different  world,  the  world  of  skiing.  Nothing  else  mattered 
and  existed.  We  talked  about  the  lifts,  the  trails  and  slopes  we  were  taking  here  or 
somewhere  else  at  another  time;  the  difficulties,  the  mishaps,  the  successes  and 
challenges,  we  experienced  by  ourselves  or  witnessed.  Those  are  the  stories  that  only 
skiers  could  really  fully  appreciate.  What  a  life  it  was  for  the  week.  But  Friday  came.  It 
was  fun,  but  all  that  came  to  an  end.  It  was  time  to  load  our  ski  equipment,  to  check  out 
and  to  head  back  home.  We  left  this  “other”  world  of  skiing  and  returned  to  our  “regular, 
normal”  world.  Good-by,  but  see  you  again. 
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6.  A  CONTROVERSIAL  SPRING  SKIING. 


Two  more  winters  passed  since  my  "leam-to-ski-vacation"  at  Gore  Mountain.  I 
did  ski  quite  a  lot,  mostly  around  the  area  where  I  lived.  These  places  are  called  "Bristol" 
and  "Swain".  Swain  is  quite  small,  but  very  friendly.  Bristol  was  a  more  "snobbish" 
place,  but  offered  more  in  choices  and  elevation.  The  "big  thing"  was,  when  I  made  it 
down  on  the  slope  called  Robinson,  which  was  1000  feet  straight  down,  really  steep. 

Then  I  made  it  to  Killington  in  Vermont,  too,  to  do  some  "real"  skiing  in  a  big  place.  I 
was  also  taking  more  classes.  I  actually  progressed  and  did  pretty  well,  becoming  an 
intermediate.  I  also  invested  in  new  equipment.  It  helped  to  enjoy  this  new  expression  of 
lifestyle,  at  least  for  the  winter.  It  was  really  fun.  Some  could  say,  and  did,  that  skiing 
became  somewhat  of  an  obsession.  Maybe  there  was  some  truth  in  it.  In  any  event,  my 
family  seemed  to  be  playing  up  to  me  on  it.  It  was  to  the  extent,  that  any  present  I 
received  for  every  possible  occasion  was  something  connected  to  skiing.  It  could  be  a  ski 
hat  for  birthday,  or  a  figurine  of  a  skier  for  father's  day.  Finally,  I  felt  it  was  time  to 
protest:  "Hey  gang,  how  about  something  else  for  a  change.”  Maybe,  they  only  tried  to 
make  a  point.  In  any  event,  for  now,  another  winter  season  had  come  to  an  end.  At  least, 
that  is  the  way  it  seemed. 

It  was  Easter  and  spring  was  all  around.  The  snow  had  been  entirely  gone  in  the 
area  for  quite  some  time.  There  were  buds  appearing  on  the  trees  and  the  grass  was 
turning  green  on  the  ground.  Skiing  was  becoming  a  memory,  something  in  the  past ... 
almost.  But  on  the  Monday  after  Easter  weekend  something  unexpected  transpired.  At 
the  factory,  our  workplace,  at  midmoming,  Dick  and  I  had  to  go  to  see  Gary,  one  of  the 
design  engineers,  at  his  department.  Gary  happened  to  be  also  one  of  those  ski  nuts,  just 
like  us.  As  soon  as  he  saw  us,  he  burst  out: 

"You  guys  won’t  believe  where  I  spent  Easter  weekend." 

"Don't  say  it,”  we  responded  suspiciously. 
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"Well,  guess,”  Gary  was  needling. 

"It  can't  be  true...  “  Dick  was  wavering,  “were  you,  really?" 

We  all  knew  what  we  were  talking  about,  -  skiing,  naturally. 

"Where  did  you  go?  Where  did  you  find  snow  around  here?  Other  than  out  West, 
I  was  inquiring  seriously. 

With  an  expression  of  being  on  top  of  the  world,  he  told  about  going  with  his 
family  to  Killington  for  the  weekend. 

"It  was  just  wonderful,  unbelievable." 

"Well,"  -  we  were  insisting,  “tell  us  more  about  it;  was  there  enough  snow?" 

"There  certainly  was,”  he  answered  and  added,  “It  is  time  for  a  coffee  break, 
anyway.  Til  buy  and  tell  you  all  about  it." 

We  hurried  to  the  cafeteria.  We  were  as  anxious  to  hear  it  as  he  was  to  tell  us.  At 
the  vending  machines,  he  put  the  money  in  and  turned  toward  us: 

"Go  ahead,  push  the  button  to  make  your  selection." 

As  we  were  sitting  down  and  started  sipping  our  coffee,  finally,  with  all  the 
effects  of  anticipation,  Gary  got  to  it: 

"You  believe  it  or  not,  but  most  everything  was  still  open.  There  were  some 
areas,  where  the  cover  was  quite  thin  with  plenty  of  bare  spots.  At  least  half  of  the 
mountain  had  more  than  adequate  full  cover,  especially  the  mid  section.  You  actually 
could  ski  the  top  as  well.  The  very  bottom  was  maybe  a  little  slushy,  but  not,  too  bad. 
They  are  known  to  be  trying  to  keep  at  least  some  slopes  open  sometime  even  until  June. 
Anyway,  there  was  excellent  skiing.  Of  course  the  condition  of  the  snow  was  granular, 
somewhat  slow  but  good.  Easy  to  keep  in  control  and  soft  when  you  fall." 

"It  was  not,  too  crowded?”  Dick  used  a  short  pause  in  Gary's  enthusiastic  account 

to  ask. 

"Yea,  there  were  plenty  of  people.  But,  this  is  the  other  thing:  The  weather  was 
superb,  sunshine  and  up  to  65  degrees.  People  were  skiing  in  their  shorts,  and  wearing 
just  a  shirt  and  maybe  a  light  sweater.  Quite  a  few  ladies  were  in  their  bikinis.  What 
girls,  what  a  view.  That  is  a  different  kind  of  skiing.  No  wonder  people  are  enthusing 
about  spring  skiing,  it  is  something  else." 


67 


He  would  have  continued  to  tell  about  it,  and  we  would  have  listened,  but....,  we 
had  some  work  to  do,  business  to  conduct,  too.  Back  in  his  office  the  talk  was  about  the 
production  problem  we  came  for  in  the  first  place.  We  were  suggesting  a  design  change 
to  solve  some  difficulty,  which  was  resolved  easily  at  that  point.  On  the  way  back  to  our 
offices,  after  being  quiet  for  a  while,  Dick  and  I  looked  at  each  other: 

"Were  you  thinking,  what  I  was  thinking?”  Dick  opened  up. 

"I  believe  so,”  I  acknowledged.  “Was  it  not  exciting,  what  Gary  had  to  say?  What 
an  experience!  Don't  you  envy  him?" 

"Well,  maybe  it  is  not,  too  late  yet  and  we  could  go  ourselves,  too.  It  is  still 
spring  ...,  is  it  not?”  He  seemed  to  be  wondering. 

"I  wonder  how  much  snow  would  be  left  and  what  the  weather  might  be  next 
weekend,”  I  added. 

"So  do  I,”  Dick  concluded.  “See  you  later." 

The  day  seemed  to  go  fairly  well.  There  were  no  major  breakdowns  at  any  area. 
The  results  of  a  tryout  in  the  fabrication  of  a  new  impeller  showed  good  promise.  The 
planning  meeting  was  routine.  We  were  mostly  on  schedule,  at  least  with  the  critical 
components.  The  design  of  some  fixturing  for  the  division  of  the  portables  was  finished 
and  looked  good.  Even  the  ever  complaining  division  manager  was  satisfied,  requesting 
only  one  minor  change.  In  the  midst  of  the  activities  between  times,  however,  the  idea  of 
the  spring  skiing  at  Killington  kept  popping  up.  It  was  shaping  up  as  a  real  possibility. 
Thus,  I  made  sure  to  get  a  hold  of  Dick,  just  before  going  home. 

"Dick,  I  think  we  can  and  should  make  it,”  I  approached  him  straight  out.  “I 
wanted  to  discuss  it  with  you  before  you  left  for  the  day." 

"I  would  not  just  leave  without  talking  about  it,  because  I  had  the  same  thought.  I 
did  talk  to  Gary  again  briefly,  and  he  was  very  sure  there  would  still  be  plenty  of  good 
snow,”  he  asserted. 

"Well,  that  is  great.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  came  to  my  mind  that  this  coming 
weekend  would  be  a  good  one  otherwise,,  too.  It  is,  since  Friday  we  do  have  this 
presentation  and  plant  tour  in  Syracuse  given  by  the  Welding  Society.  That  is  in  the  right 
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direction.  We  would  be  already  some  way  toward  Killington.  Furthermore,  it  should  be 
over  by  about  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  allowing  us  an  early  start,”  I  was  reasoning. 

"I  was  figuring  exactly  the  same  thing,”  Dick  agreed.  “So,  let's  plan  on  it." 

"What  about  reservations?”  I  asked.  “Where  should  we  be  staying?" 

"That  is  not  a  problem,”  he  answered.  “Past  Easter,  it  is  off  season  now.  Just  pick 
and  choose  from  what  is  open.  It  won't  be  full.  Everything  is  even  cheaper,,  too,  which 
is  also  the  good  part." 

"That  is  all  set  then.  Til  call  my  wife  tonight  and  tell  her  about  our  exciting  plan. 
She  is  in  California.  She  went  with  the  kids  to  visit  her  mother  for  the  Easter  break,”  I 
informed  Dick.  “I  am  glad  I  did  not  put  the  skis  away  yet.  See  you  tomorrow." 

"I  am  glad,  too.  By  the  way,  we  should  take  your  station  wagon  to  pile  the  skis  in 
and  then  cover  them.  So,  nobody  will  see  them  and  think  we  are  nuts  having  the  skis 
with  us  when  there  is  not  a  speck  of  snow  around  and  the  summer  is  just  around  the 
comer.  Anyway,  I  look  forward  to  going.  Til  see  you  until  then  to  work  out  the  details. 
Good  night,  Av." 

That  was  Dick,  worrying  about  people  seeing  what  is  in  the  car  and  jumping  into 
conclusion  about  our  intensions. 

I  hardly  could  wait  for  the  evening  to  come  and  place  the  call  to  tell  Chana  about 
it.  First  the  routine  chatting:  "How  are  you  doing?  . . .  and  how  are  the  kids?  Where  did 
you  go  and  what  did  you  see?"  Then  she  was  inquiring:  how  was  my  weekend?  what  did 
I  do?  and  how  is  the  weather  around  here  ...  out  there  it  is  beautiful,  warm.  I  cut  in.  I 
told  her  the  weather  although  I  was  sure  it  was  not  as  warm  and  beautiful,  as  there,  but 
actually  it  was  pretty  nice.  I  added  that  mostly  I  was  anxious  to  tell  her  about  the  spring 
skiing  plan  for  the  coming  weekend.  I  described  to  her  in  short  Gary's  skiing  account  to 
Dick  and  I.  I  also  brought  up  our  “great”  plan  to  go  for  the  weekend.  I  mentioned  how 
well  it  works  out  with  the  Friday  business  trip.  Except,  her  reaction  did  not  share  at  all 
my  enthusiasm.  It  was  rather  outright  negative.  Why  did  I  need  to  go  to  begin  with  and 
if  so  why  did  I  not  go  the  weekend  before,  she  was  questioning.  The  appeal  of  the  spring 
skiing  opportunity  did  not  seem  to  make  an  impression.  I  just  heard  "so  what?"  The 
explanation  how  it  came  about  for  the  coming  weekend  did  not  seem  to  register  either. 
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"But  we  are  coming  home  on  Saturday  evening.  Who  is  going  to  wait  and  pick  us 
up  at  the  airport?”  she  continued  to  protest. 

"One  of  our  friends.  I  talked  to  Yoram  and  Eli,  and  either  one  is  more  than  happy 
to  do  it.  There  is  no  problem.  Til  make  sure  someone  will  wait  and  bring  you  guys 
home,”  I  was  assuring  her. 

"I  want  you  be  there  at  home,  when  we  are  arrive,”  came  from  the  other  end  of  the 
telephone. 

"I'll  be  home  just  a  day  later,  Sunday  evening,  when  you  will  be  all  rested  up  from 
the  flight  back,”  still  trying  to  be  cheerful  about  it.  It  did  not  work. 

"You  are  just  doing  this  in  order  to  show  that  you  go  whenever  you  want  to  go.” 
Chana  was  exclaiming  now. 

"What  you  are  talking  about?  Nothing  of  sort,”  I  reacted. 

"I  am  coming  home  a  day  earlier,  Saturday  instead  of  Sunday  to  be  with  you.  But 
no  ...  you  are  going  away,”  she  was  charging. 

"No,  you  don't.  You  are  coming  home  a  day  earlier,  so  to  rest  up  before  going 
back  to  work  and  school,”  I  was  countering.  “Besides,  how  about  the  next  weekend,  and 
the  next,  and  so  on  we  are  to  spend  together,  so  what  is  the  big  deal?" 

No  reasoning  made  the  difference,  she  continued  to  be  adamantly  opposing  the 
plan.  The  fact  that  she  herself  did  go  away  for  the  vacation  this  time,  too  as  so  many 
other  times  quite  routinely  apparently  did  not  matter.  Yes,  she  stated  how  much  more  she 
could  enjoy  it  if  I  was  there  with  them.  So  would  I,  but  of  course  I  could  not.  I  did  not 
have  vacation  time  available.  Nevertheless,  it  did  not  ever  change  her  plans  of  traveling 
and  going  away  for  a  vacation. 

"We  won't  come  to  terms  now,”  I  was  concluding  our  rarely  heated  phone 
conversation.  ‘Til  call  you  Wednesday,  I  hope  you  will  be  more  reasonable  then.  Good- 
by." 


Our  phone  conversation  on  Wednesday  went  on  with  no  clue  of  any 
disagreement.  We  talked  about  how  the  days  were  spent,  what  she  and  the  two  boys 
enjoyed  the  most  at  Disneyland  and  Universal  City.  Whom  did  they  see  and  what  other 
places  they  were  visiting.  I  did  not  have  the  chance  to  talk  to  the  kids,  since  they  were 
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down  at  the  pool,  swimming.  Then  it  was  time  to  conclude  the  chat  -  it  was  a  long 
distance  call,  after  all. 

"Have  a  good  rest  of  the  vacation,  all  of  you,  enjoy  yourselves.  And,  of  course 
have  a  safe  flight  home.  Yoram  will  pick  you  up  and  I'll  see  you  Sunday  evening.”  I  was 
assuming  it  was  all  settled  and  we  had  not  talked  about  my  going  to  the  spring  skiing 
weekend  any  further,  because  she  had  accepted  it. 

But,  she  responded,  “What  do  you  mean  Yoram  is  picking  us  up  and  'see  you 
Sunday  evening?'  Where  are  you  going  to  be?" 

"I  am  going  up  to  Killington  with  Dick  on  Friday  after  work  for  the  weekend; 
don't  you  remember,  we  talked  about  it.”  Did  she  forget,  or  tried  to  ignore  it,  or  she  was 
also  assuming  it  was  all  settled  and  I  would  not  go? 

"Oh  well,  good  night,”  Chana  said. 

"Bye  for  now,”  I  said  and  hung  up.  The  issue  was  avoided.  Both  of  us  apparently 
just  came  to  our  own  conclusions.  I  had  my  plans  and  saw  no  reason  to  change  them. 

When  Friday  did  come,  it  was  not  even  2  p.m.  when  the  presentation  and  plant 
tour  were  all  finished.  Everybody  was  heading  back  home.  Most  everybody  anyway. 
Dick’s  and  my  ski  equipment  and  clothes  were  loaded  in  my  station  wagon,  covered  up 
of  course  so  nobody  could  see  and  say:  “those  nuts.”  We  were  taking  off  in  the  opposite 
direction.  I  was  looking  forward  to  the  trip  and  adventure.  The  spring  weather  was  just 
absolutely  gorgeous.  It  was  such  a  beautiful  day,  with  a  weather  prediction  of  the  same 
for  the  whole  weekend.  As  we  were  driving  eastward  on  the  N.  Y.  State  Thruway,  the 
super  highway  across  the  state,  it  was  intriguing  to  look  around  at  the  rolling  hills  and  to 
see  the  fields  coming  alive  with  green,  and  at  the  same  time  to  think  of  white  snow.  We 
enjoyed  the  drive.  We  were  talking  about  the  day's  events.  The  presentation  was  quite 
interesting  and  educational,  some  new  welding  techniques  and  applications  using  robots. 
We  got  into  some  typical  "shop  talk",  like  Charley's  usual  foul-up  in  ordering  the  right 
stuff,  and  about  the  rumor  circulating  about  who  was  going  to  be  the  new  vice  president 
replacing  Carl  Koniger,  who  was  moving  to  Corporate  Headquarters.  The  information 
actually  did  not  seem  to  be  very  promising,  but  hopefully  the  new  man  would  work  out  to 
be  all  right.  Then,  Dick  changed  the  subject: 
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"Why  don't  we  talk  about  something  more  interesting!" 

"Like  what,  women?"  I  was  asking,  but  I  knew  better. 

"Of  course,  what  else.  It  is  more  fun  to  talk  about  girls." 

"I  go  along  with  that.  So,  how  is  your  favorite,  Susan,  is  it  not?" 

"She  is  all  right.”  Dick  was  brightening  up  talking  about  her. 

"Any  luck?  Did  you  see  her  lately?”  I  was  curious. 

Susan  worked  as  an  expediter  in  Production  Control.  She  was  rather  on  the  young 
side,  friendly,  bright  and  quite  pretty  with  long  blond  hair.  She  was  divorced  and  had  a 
small  child. 

"Yeah,  we  did  have  dinner  together  the  other  day,”  was  Dick  reporting  more  than 
willingly.  “Susan  had  just  broken  up  with  her  boyfriend  and  needed  a  little  fatherly 
encouragement." 

"It  was  certainly  very  nice  of  you  to  provide  support,”  I  was  expressing  approval. 

As  we  continued  to  chat  along,  we  elected  to  take  a  shortcut  through  Amsterdam. 
We  turned  east  toward  Vermont,  via  Routes  149  and  then  4.  It  was  about  seven  by  the 
time  we  reached  Rutland,  Vermont,  just  a  few  miles  before  Killington. 

"Do  you  want  to  stop  and  have  something  to  eat,  or  would  you  rather  find  a  place 
first  to  stay?”  I  turned  to  Dick. 

"Probably  best  if  we  find  a  place  first,”  Dick  answered. 

"Where  do  you  want  to  go?" 

"Why  don't  we  try  the  Red-Rob  Inn,  where  we  usually  stay?" 

"Do  you  think  they  will  be  open?" 

"Hopefully;  we  shall  see." 

Which  we  did.  They  were  open,  except  for  the  kitchen.  They  had  rooms,  but  they 
did  not  have  any  meal  plan,  what  we  used  to  take.  After  checking  in,  we  went  to  eat  at 
some  other  close-by  diner.  It  was  so-so,  but  we  were  hungry  and  tired  enough  that  it  did 
not  matter.  We  still  did  not  come  across  any  snow,  but  were  assured  by  whom  ever  we 
talked  to  that  it  was  plentiful  and  wonderful  -  up  on  the  slopes. 

And,  so  it  was,  as  soon  as  we  made  our  way  to  the  ski  area  the  following  morning. 
We  started  out  by  taking  the  ski  lift  all  the  way  up  to  the  top  and  gliding  around  toward 
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the  Sky  Peak  region.  The  white  stuff  was  plentiful  and  good.  It  was  soft  snow,  com  like. 
The  trails  and  slopes  were  presenting  typical  spring  conditions.  The  first  several  runs 
were  concentrated  on  making  adjustments  in  the  turning  techniques  and  the  balance  to 
suit  the  snow.  As  the  sun  was  climbing  higher  before  noon,  it  became  essential  to  go 
down  and  stop  in  the  store  to  purchase  sunglasses  and  a  light  hat  to  replace  the  typical 
knitted  ski  hat,  which  was  way,  too  warm.  By  that  time  a  shirt  and  a  light  sweater  was 
more  than  adequate.  There  were  certainly  no  icy  patches  to  deal  with.  It  was  a  different 
kind  of  skiing  and  we  made  lots  of  mns,  still  in  very  relaxed  fashion.  You  could  just  let 
go  with  easy  turns.  We  skied  up  the  various  ski  lifts  and  down  the  different  trails  and 
slopes  of  our  choices.  Dick  and  I,  we  kept  skiing  mostly  together.  I  believe  by  2:00,  the 
temperature  was  close  to  the  70  degree  mark.  There  was  a  fair  number  of  people,  but  far 
from  crowded.  There  were  no  lift  lines  at  all.  As  soon  as  you  made  it  down  to  the  chair, 
there  was  no  waiting  but  it  was  ready  to  go  up  for  the  next  run.  Sure,  there  were  nice, 
pretty  views  in  bikinis,  too;  we  had  a  fun  time  in  every  respect.  Our  muscles  did  plenty 
of  work  in  the  full  day  of  skiing  by  the  time  it  was  time  to  take  the  last  run  all  the  way 
down  to  the  base  lodge  where  the  car  was  parked. 

It  was  back  in  our  room,  past  6:30,  when  I  woke  up  from  the  afternoon  nap. 
Turning  over  toward  Dick's  bed,  he  was  still  asleep.  However,  I  got  up  and  started 
making  some  noises.  It  helped,  as  soon  I  heard  Dick's  voice: 

"What  time  is  it?" 

"Quite  late,”  I  answered.  “Looks  like  we  were  really  tired  and  needed  the  rest. 
Time  to  get  up,  it  is  past  dinner  time." 

"Well,  I  do  feel  hungry,,  too.  So,  what  is  the  time  anyway?" 

"Ten  to  seven." 

"Oh,  gee,  I  slept  deep!”  Dick  was  astonished.  “Yeah,  we  should  be  going  to  have 
some  dinner." 

"I  guess,  then,  we  had  better  get  dressed,”  I  insinuated. 

In  some  twenty  minutes  or  so,  we  were  on  our  way  to  a  restaurant.  It  was  half 
way  between  Rutgers  and  Killington  when  we  spotted  it  on  top  of  a  hill  and  it  roused  our 
interest.  We  thought  we  would  try  it.  It  seemed  to  be  a  real  nice  place,  not,  too  fancy  and 


73 


with  a  beautiful  view.  The  sun  was  just  setting  as  we  were  seated.  It  just  seemed  to  fit 
the  perfect  day  we  were  having.  While  we  had  our  cocktails,  a  martini  for  me  and  a 
whisky-sour  for  Dick,  we  were  recalling  our  marvelous  experiences  on  the  mountain. 
Typically,  after  skiing  we  talked  about  skiing.  Looking  over  the  menu,  Dick  selected 
steak,  New  York  cut,  and  I  went  for  prime  rib.  Live  it  up.  We  placed  our  order.  It  was 
time  to  replenish  the  energy  we  had  burned  away. 

"You  know,  Av,”  Dick  pondered  “I  don't  think  anything  beats  this." 

"That  is  right,”  I  was  agreeing. 

"I  am  so  pleased  we  heard  about  the  ski  conditions  from  Gary.  We  got  the  idea 
and  decided  to  come.  So  far  everything  worked  out  very  well,”  he  continued. 

"I  am  with  you,  this  is  just  great,”  I  nodded. 

After  some  pause,  like  he  was  thinking  about  it,  Dick  went  on  saying:  “I  was 
impressed  about  your  story  how  you  were  leaving  Hungary,  about  your  involvement  and 
how  you  crossed  the  borders.  Quite  a  story.  It  was  really  not  only  interesting  but  also 
striking  to  realize  the  difference  in  the  eastern  and  the  western  world.  What  freedom 
means.  I  guess  someone  has  to  go  through  from  one  to  the  other  like  you  did  to  fully 
comprehend." 

"It  is  nice  to  hear  what  you  are  saying.  It  was  a  long  time  ago.”  I  was  flattered. 

"However,  I  am  sure  some  of  those  experiences  stay  with  you  and  leave  their 
mark  for  a  life  time.”  He  countered. 

"I  can't  dispute  that,”  I  said,  agreeing. 

"As  far  as  the  eastern  and  western  blocks,  the  differences  are  still  there,”  Dick 
was  insisting. 

"That  is  true,”  I  acknowledged. 

"We,  here,  do  have  the  tendency  to  take  our  good  life  and  freedom  granted." 

"I  see  nothing  wrong  with  that." 

"We  just  should  remind  ourselves,  from  time  to  time,  so  we  appreciate  it." 

"Yeah,  it  would  help  sometime,  when,  too  much  is  demanded  or  expected.  I  have 
to  agree  with  that." 
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"However,  of  course,  it  is  great  here.  I  enjoy  all  that  freedom  without  ever 
thinking  about  it.  I  would  not  want  it  any  other  way.  Here  we  are  and  we  can  do  what 
we  are  doing.  I  presume,  you  are  not  regretting  coming  to  the  United  States." 

"Definitely  not.  I,  myself,  take  it  for  granted,  kind  of,  sometimes,”  I  reassured 
Dick.  -  "Not  that  I  do  not  appreciate  very  much  the  freedom;  I  certainly  do.  But  just  to 
be  sure,  obviously,  it  has  its  limits.  You  know,  like  the  old  saying:  it  is  your  free  choice 
to  cross  the  street  when  the  traffic  light  is  red,  or  leave  your  job  when  you  hate  it. 
However  the  consequences  may  put  some  clincher  on  that  free  choice,  such  as  you  need 
that  paycheck  to  eat,  or  being  able  to  have  a  weekend  like  this.  From  the  other  end,  you 
can  make  those  choices,  express  your  opinions,  talk  freely  and  not  worry  about  being 
thrown  in  jail  because  you  don't  like  the  government.  You  also  can  find  the  way  to 
change  your  job  if  you  want  to,  and  the  government  is  not  going  to  tell  you  where  to 
work.  The  truth  is,  Dick,  that  it  is  very  easy  to  get  used  to  the  good  things  and  it  did  not 
take  long  to  think  that  freedom  is  prevalent." 

"Not  to  change  the  subject,  but  how  is  your  prime  rib?”  Dick  asked  as  our  dinner 
had  been  served  and  we  started  eating  it. 

"It  is  very  good.  Tender  and  tasty.  How  about  your  steak,  is  it  done  the  way  you 
like  it?”  It  was  my  turn  to  inquire. 

"I  like  it  medium,  and  it  is  medium.  It  is  real  good.  I  like  this  place,  nice 
atmosphere  and  the  service  is  good,”  Dick  responded. 

"Yes,  I  think  we  made  a  good  choice  to  come  here." 

"I  think  so,,  too.  But,  sorry  for  the  interruption,  continue  what  you  had  to  say." 

"Oh  ...  that  is  all  right.  We  came  here  to  enjoy  our  meal,  that’s  what  is  important. 
Anyway,  what  I  just  meant  to  add  was,  that  as  far  as  the  freedom  is  concerned  I  have 
experienced  it  in  Israel  as  well.  As  far  as  democracy  and  the  social-economical  system, 
basically,  it  is  just  the  same  there  as  here  in  the  States.  I  was  free  to  live  anywhere  I 
wanted,  or  rather  could,  I  should  say.  I  could  say  anything  without  fear  of  reprisal  by  the 
authorities.  Although,  the  political  democratic  system  over  there  is  more  like  the  British 
parliamentary  pattern  differing  from  what  we  have  here  in  the  States.  As  far  as  standard 
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of  living,  that  is  something  else.  Economically,  of  course,  it  is  much  harder  in  Israel.  To 
make  a  living  is  more  difficult  and  life  is  not  easy.  It  is  not  all  bad,  just  not  easy.  And,  of 
course,  as  I  mentioned  before,  there  is  no  skiing  and  weekends  like  this." 

We  were  quiet  for  a  while  concentrating  on  satisfying  our  taste  buds  and 
stomachs.  Then  Dick  continued  our  conversation:  "I  gather  you  have  no  plans  to  go  back 
to  Israel.  You  seem  to  like  it  here,  and  have  assimilated  pretty  well  into  the  American 
way." 

"Well,  thank  you,  Dick.  In  earlier  years,  we  were  considering  to  return,  but  not 
any  more.  At  least  I  don’t;  I  am  not  sure  about  my  wife.  Yes,  I  do  feel  comfortable  and 
pretty  well  Americanized." 

"Are  you  sorry  you  went  to  Israel  first  and  you  did  not  come  to  the  U.S.A. 
directly,  when  you  left  Hungary?  Could  you  have,  if  you  had  wanted  to?" 

"I  am  not  sure  -  maybe.  Chana  had  an  Uncle  already  settled  in  the  States  and  he 
wanted  to  help  her  to  come.  But,  only  her.  In  either  case,  we  were  at  the  time  very  much 
Zionists  and  would  not  consider  anything  else  other  than  going  to  Israel,  the  homeland." 

"I  think  I  understand." 

"It  was  to  the  point,  we  were  so  anxious  ..." 

The  waitress  stood  at  our  table  with  the  desert  menu.  Did  we  want  any  desert? 

We  looked  at  each  other;  Sure,  why  not.  ...  We  made  our  choices  and  ordered  our 
deserts. 


"What  I  was  saying  was  that  being  young  and  somewhat  crazy,  we  just  hardly 
could  wait  to  get  on  the  road  to  emmigrate  to  the  new  State  and  to  “our”  kibbutz.  A 
kibbutz,  by  the  way,  is  a  commune  type  settlement.  We,  I  mean  Chana  and  I,  had  a 
specific  one  selected.  It  was  associated  with  the  movement  we  were  involved  with.  We 
were  offered  by  the  movement  to  go  to  Israel  individually,  by  the  way  of  Paris.  We  could 
spend  a  couple  of  weeks  like  tourists  in  Paris.  However,  we  actually  were  stupid  enough 
to  turn  down  the  opportunity  and  chose  to  join  a  group  that  was  organized  and  ready  to 
move.  Three  or  four  buses  were  loaded  and  we  traveled  to  Salzburg.  We  had  to  cross  the 
Russian  zone  again  and  pass  through  the  demarcation  lines.  It  was  done  by  our  leaders 
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paying  off  the  Russian  border  guards  with  drinks  and  money.  Then,  we  were  in  the 
American  zone  once  again.  We  had  spent  about  a  week  in  Salzburg.  It  gave  us  a  chance 
to  visit  the  churches  of  Salzburg  and  an  old  palace  where  in  the  middle  ages  a  prince  had 
fun  with  water  plays.  Then  we,  took  a  long  train  ride  crossing  the  famous  Brenner  Passes 
to  a  southeastern  Italian  port  town  called  Bary.  Both  places  we  were  in  a  camp  and  we 
had  a  leave  to  see  the  town  and  the  surroundings.  In  Bary,  my  memory  tells  me  about 
eating  excellent,  real  Italian  ice  cream.  For  the  final  leg  we  boarded  a  quite  small  and 
crowded  boat  to  make  the  trip  to  Haifa.  Chana  stayed  on  the  bank  bed  down  in  the  belly 
of  the  ship  all  the  time  of  the  fairly  rough  crossing.  She  did  not  want  to  get  seasick.  I 
was  roaming  around  on  the  boat,  except  when  we  passed  Crete  Island  where  I  got  seasick 
myself.  It  was  exactly  mid-September  1949,  when  the  excitement  was  culminated  with 
the  appearance  of  the  outlines  of  the  “promised  land”.  We  crowded  in  front  of  the  boat  to 
observe  as  we  were  pulling  into  the  port  of  Haifa  with  great  anticipation.  We  felt  like 
arriving  home,  even  when  they  pumped  a  cloud  of  DDT  over  us  as  we  debarked. 

Someone  from  the  kibbutz  was  waiting  for  us  (which  was  a  pleasant  surprise)  and  we 
were  bussed  to  the  kibbutz  on  the  shore  of  the  Sea  of  Galilee  the  same  day.  By  that 
evening  we  were  settled  in  our  large  tent,  which  was  our  home  for  a  while.  But  to  your 
question,  Dick,  if  I  have  any  regret  about  going  to  Israel  and  joining  a  kibbutz  first,  the 
answer  is  no,  I  do  not.  That  was  a  kind  of  life  experience  and  learning  that  I  could  not 
gain  any  other  way.  So  it  was  worthwhile.  I  do  feel  positive  about  becoming  an  Israeli 
and  being  part,  although  a  small  part,  of  building  the  State  and  living  there  for  a  portion 
of  my  life.”  I  concluded  the  story. 

"Let's  finish  our  desert,  does  it  taste  as  good  as  it  looks,  Dick?”  I  asked  with  a 
change  of  tone. 

“Yes,  it  is  fine.  Just  a  good  old  apple  pie.  I  like  pies,  my  wife  used  to  make  real 
good  ones.  How  is  yours?  What  do  you  have?" 

"Mine  is  very  good.  This  is  a  cheesecake  with  chocolate  streaks  in  it.  It  tastes 
very  good,  quite  rich." 

We  finished  our  desert.  Since  we  did  not  care  for  more  coffee  or  anything  else, 
we  had  paid  our  bills  and  drove  back  to  our  lodge. 
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On  the  way  back  we  chatted  about,  what  else,  skiing.  We  brought  up  memories  of 
previous  times,  when  we  were  up  here.  How  was  the  weather  then.  It  varied,  which  is 
typical  here  in  the  Northeast.  Like  last  year,  in  one  week,  we  had  some  of  everything. 

One  day  fresh  snow,  then  couple  days  later  rain,  then  it  froze  and  was  icy  all  over.  We 
talked  about  our  accommodation.  We  liked  the  place.  In  season,  they  have  a  nice  bar 
with  entertainment,  good  food,  and  comfortable  rooms,  plus  a  reasonable  price.  Dick 
mentioned  my  fondness  for  the  hot  tub,  which  was  also  featured.  He  did  not  take 
advantage  of  it.  I  guess  he  was,  too  bashful  for  it.  Yes,  I  did  enjoy  it.  I  tried  to  convince 
Dick  how  much  fun  it  was,  specifically  being  coed  and  “clothing  optional.”  It  was  also 
fun  to  jump  out,  roll  in  the  snow  and  jump  back.  When  at  one  time  a  bunch  of  us  in  some 
way  were  discussing  the  subject,  Dick,  to  illustrate  his  own  modesty,  told  us:  "A  long 
time  ago  I  and  my  wife  were  experimenting  with  sleeping  together  with  nothing  on. 

After  a  few  days  I  told  her  we  better  put  on  our  pajamas."  By  the  time  we  got  back  to  our 
room  there  was  not  much  else  left  to  do  than  crash  for  the  night. 

Our  second  day  was  ditto  of  the  previous  one.  It  was  with  the  exception  that  the 
temperature  had  climbed  even  higher.  More  bare  areas  started  to  show  up  on  the  slopes. 
Some  muddiness  appeared  around  the  lower  lodges.  The  snow  was  softer.  It  seemed 
that  in  the  slopes  called  the  glades  the  conditions  were  the  best.  Nevertheless,  we  did 
have  superb  skiing  and  wonderful  time  just  like  the  day  before.  We  did  make  lots  of 
runs,  until  about  2:00,  when  the  time  arrived  to  call  it  quits  and  to  head  back  home.  Now, 
that  was  it,  the  ski  season  had  really  come  to  an  end. 

The  drive  home  was  smooth  and  did  not  feel  like  the  over  six  and  a  half  hours  it, 
took.  It  was  a  superb  weekend,  an  unique  experience  worth  a  lot.  On  the  way,  we  were 
recapping  the  event.  Of  course,  we  hardly  could  wait  to  tell  Gary,  and  the  other  ski  nuts 
about  it.  Mostly,  we  were  silent  and  just  feeling  happy,  kind  of  tired,  but  good  tired.  We 
had  still  some  thirty  miles  to  go  to  get  home  to  Rochester,  when  my  disagreement  over 
the  trip  with  Chana  came  to  my  mind.  Until  then,  when  I  was  thinking  about  her  and  the 
kids,  that  matter  somehow  got  blocked  out.  But  at  this  point  I  began  wondering  what  her 
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reaction  will  be,  what  is  she  going  to  say.  I  dropped  off  Dick  at  his  place.  When  I 
entered  the  house,  Chana  was  at  the  hallway  and  greeted  me  with  a  smile: 

"Hello;  good  to  have  you  home.  How  was  it?" 

"Hi,  it  was  just  great.”  We  kissed. 

The  boys  appeared  and  were  running  toward  me  and  jumping  all  over  me.  They 
dragged  me  to  the  family  room  and  were  outdoing  each  other  in  telling  about  their 
vacation,  about  Disneyland,  about  what  they  had  seen  and  done,  about  their  grandmother 
and  the  other  old  ladies,  and  about  the  swimming  pool  in  the  house.  In  the  meantime  I 
had  eaten  and  done  some  routine  staff  like  unpacking,  preparing  for  the  next  day,  until  it 
was  late.  Then,  I,  took  the  boys  up  into  their  room  as  usual  and  kissed  them  good  night 
with,  "I  want  to  hear  more  about  it,  but  tomorrow." 

Chana  and  I  never  talked  about  "it"  any  more.  We  neither  discussed  my  weekend 
experience:  was  it  good  or  bad,  nor  our  disagreement  on  my  going  to  begin  with:  whether 
it  was  right  or  wrong.  It  all  seemed  to  have  been  forgotten,  passed  over.  However,  years 
later  the  “it”  did  again  come  up.  When  our  marriage  started  falling  apart  and  we  went  to 
the  marriage  counselor,  she  brought  it  up  as  one  of  the  items.  On  one  of  the  sessions  she 
claimed,  again,  all  I  was  after  was  to  "show  her".  I  never  learned  “show  her”  what.  On 
my  mind,  all  along,  all  I  wanted  was  to  have  the  unique  experience  and  a  good  time. 

And,  that  is  what  I  had.  And  that  is  all  -  and  nothing  else  -  that  it  was. 
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7.  A  CANOEING  TRIP. 


The  plan  was  set  for  a  day  of  canoeing.  The  weather  outlook  seemed  to  be  very 
promising  for  lots  of  sunshine  and  warmth  on  that  particular  Saturday.  My  canoe  partner 
was  Joan,  who  asked  if  we  could  patch  up  the  canoe  before  taking  it  off  to  the  lake. 

There  were  some  light  cracks  that  needed  to  be  taken  care  of  sometime  fairly  soon. 
Actually,  the  17  foot  fiberglass  canoe  belonged  to  Joan.  She  lived  in  the  countryside  just 
about  a  half  an  hour  drive  from  my  typical  suburban  home.  The  idea  was  since  I  lived  in 
the  city,  so  to  speak,  I  would  pick  up  the  necessary  material  for  the  patching.  We  agreed, 
that  I  should  be  out  at  her  place  at  10:00  on  that  morning,  which  should  give  us  enough 
time  for  fixing  the  couple  of  spots  seemed  to  be  needing  attention,  load  the  canoe  and 
load  some  snacks,  drinks,  a  few  extra  clothes  to  change  and  to  reach  our  destination.  It 
was  a  small  lake,  called  Canadice  Lake,  some  thirty-minutes  drive.  Although  somewhat 
ambitious,  it  would  still  allow  us  plenty  of  the  day  on  the  water. 

It  just  so  happened,  as  of  course  it  would  by  Murphy’s  Law,  the  kit  with  the 
epoxy  and  the  special  cloth  was  not  available  at  the  specialty  sport  store.  They  just 
happened  to  run  out  of  stock,  because  they  always  have  it,  except  on  this  morning. 
Naturally,  I  could  have  bought  the  stuff  the  day  or  even  days  before  to  avoid  such  a 
disaster  of  going  without  it,  since  I  had  been  asked  and  said  I  would  take  care  of  it.  I 
should  have  known  better  they  would  just  run  out  of  it  at  the  worst  possible  time.  But 
then  why  would  they,  when  it  seemed  to  be  so  logical  to  pick  that  damn  stuff  up  on  the 
way  in  the  morning,  since  the  store  was  located  along  the  way  I  was  going  anyway. 

Now,  what?  Looking  at  the  watch,  and  thinking  there  was  another  store  close  by,  and 
still  plenty  of  time.  A  ray  of  hope  lit;  there  was  a  chance.  I  went  from  the  second  to  the 
third  store,  with  some  kind  of  "I  must  find  it,  no  matter  what."  It  was  some  kind  of 
obsession  that  I  could  not  go  without  it  and  to  admit  to  the  failure  to  take  care  of 
something,  I  had  promised.  Finally,  the  fourth  place  did  have  just  what  I  was  looking  for. 


80 


However,  by  that  time  it  had  becoame  somewhat  late,  which  should  not  matter  much 
because  my  dear  friend  is  never  ready  on  time.  We  really  did  not  have  a  timetable  that 
had  to  be  met.  Naturally,  except  this  time,  she  was  ready  and  eager,  and  waiting 
furiously  that  I  was  late.  She  was  jumping  all  over  me  about  it  without  being  interested 
in  the  least  in  my  explanation  of  what  happened.  It  turns  out  she  just  about  completely 
forgot  about  the  patching,  and  that  I  was  supposed  to  bring  that  damn  kit.  It  was  not  that 
urgent  and  important  anyway.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  have  found  the  stuff  years  later  in  my 
garage.  It  was  never  used.  I  also  don't  believe  the  canoe  ever  was  fixed,  and  the  cracks 
have  grown  but  never  amounted  to  anything. 

That  was  one  of  our  rare  heated  arguments,  rather  any  kind  of  argument,  period. 
To  the  question  of  whether  I  still  wanted  to  go  I  was  answering:  "Yes  of  course".  We 
loaded  all  our  gear  and,  took  off  with  the  sun  shining  from  high  above.  From  then  on  it 
was  a  perfect  day  indeed.  Just  as  soon  as  we  got  on  the  road  the  air  cleared,  and  there 
was  no  sign  of  any  disagreement  whatsoever. 

Joan  was  the  one  who  introduced  me  to  the  pleasure  of  canoeing.  That  occurred 
quite  a  few  years  earlier,  while  she  and  her  family  were  neighbors  to  my  family,  living  on 
the  same  street.  She  was  a  divorced  lady,  and  her  two  children  were  going  to  the  same 
school,  elementary  school,  as  my  two  kids.  That  is  where  our  friendship  originated.  It 
started  in  a  remarkable  way  on  a  Halloween  evening.  Joan  stopped  at  our  house  and 
asked  if  her  son  could  join  us  as  we  were  chaperoning  our  sons  around  the  neighborhood. 
We  were  making  the  traditional  "trick  or  treat"  round,  and  returned  with  a  couple  of  bags 
of  candy.  Subsequently  we  invited  her  for  a  cup  of  coffee,  and  for  a  “ritual”  of  getting  to 
know  each  other.  From  then  on  the  friendship  between  us  grew.  A  few  years  later  on  the 
long  weekend  of  Labor  Day  Joan,  with  her  extended  family,  camped  at  the  Allegheny 
State  Park.  It  sounded  like  a  nice  place  and  a  nice  way  to  spend  a  couple  of  days  at  the 
end  of  the  summer,  so  we  followed  suit.  That  is  where  the  opportunity  was  given  to  try 
out  canoeing,  paddling  in  the  old  Indian  way.  It  was  something  I  had  already  noticed  and 
it  appealed  to  me.  I  loved  it  then,  and  I  have  ever  since.  However,  I  do  have  to  say,  my 
wife  Chana  did  not  even  want  to  try  it.  She  had  that  fear  of  being  in  any  kind  of  floating 
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device  on  the  water.  She  blamed  some  childhood  experience  for  that  fear.  When  she  was 
around  10  years  old  her  uncle  and  his  friends,  took  her  out  boating  on  the  Danube  river 
and  threw  her  doll  into  the  water.  It  frightened  her  so  much  that  ever  since  she  has  that 
fear.  I  could  not  blame  her  for  that.  And,  she  did  love  swimming  and  being  in  the  water 
general.  So,  she  stayed  on  the  shore,  just  watching.  However,  as  it  turned  out,  some 
years  later  she  was  complaining  about  just  being  left  out  on  the  shore.  This  was,  of 
course,  not  the  case.  But,  oh  well,  it  is  an  another  story. 

A  half  an  hour  or  so  later  we  came  to  a  stop  at  the  edge  of  the  water  at  the  boat 
lunching  area.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  this  water  is  a  man  made  lake,  to  be  a  reservoir  for  the 
"metropolis"  where  I  live.  It  actually  makes  it  nice.  Only  small  boats  are  allowed  with 
limited  power,  no  houses  and  private  property  around,  just  woods  and  the  view  of  the 
hills  and  wilderness.  This  lake  is  not  well  known.  So,  there  is  no  crowd,  a  quiet  place. 
You  can  see  the  other  side  easily  and  it  is  about  four  to  five  miles  long  with  a  dam  at  the 
northern  end. 

As  I  turned  off  the  engine,  I  turned  to  her:  “Well,  here  we  are,  after  all.  It  sure 
looks  like  a  perfect  day  for  a  little  canoeing.  I  am  glad  you  do  have  the  canoe.  Are  you 
ready  to  get  on  the  water?" 

"Yes,  I  am.  Surely,  we  could  not  choose  a  better  day,  so  let's  go,”  Joan  answered 
and  jumped  out  of  the  car  to  start  to  untie  the  ropes.  In  a  few  minutes  the  canoe  got  freed, 
and  she  called  over:  "would  you  grab  the  end  ...and  lift  it ...  now.”  As  we  eased  it  down 
and  turned  it  over,  “keep  going  to  the  water." 

While  loading  the  gear,  lifejackets,  paddles,  food,  and  water,  I  asked:  "Joan, 
where  do  you  want  to  be,  at  the  stem  or  the  bow?" 

"The  stem,  if  you  don't  mind,"-  the  answer  came. 

"No,  it  makes  no  different  to  me,"- 1  responded. 

Just  a  few  more  minutes  passed,  parking  the  car,  removing  some  of  the  clothes  to 
stay  only  in  bathing  suits  on  a  day  like  that,  and  then  pushing  the  boat  in  the  water. 

"Get  in,"-  she  said,  which  we  both  did. 

"What  direction  shall  we  go?"- 1  asked. 
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"Why  don't  we  move  along  the  shore  to  our  right  for  a  while,  then  we  cross  to  the 
other  side." 

"Sounds  good  to  me.  The  crossing  would  be  safer  a  little  further  up." 

"Oh..,  it  should  not  be  any  problem  at  any  place  on  this  lake,"-  she  was  reassuring. 

"This  is  really  a  small  lake  of  no  danger,  but  it  should  never  be  taken,  too  lightly,” 
I  thought.  Although  the  water  was  quite  calm  I  made  sure  I  had  the  lifejacket  on, 
especially  for  the  crossing.  As  much  as  it  did  not  seem  to  be  reasonable,  I  did  have  a 
little  uncomfortable  feeling  to  be,  too  far  from  the  shore.  As  it  is  known,  a  canoe  is  not 
the  most  stable  of  the  "pleasure  boats"  and  it  does  not  take  much  to  overturn  it  and  get 
dumped  into  the  water.  It  is  not  even  a  pleasure  boat,  to  speak  of,  for  canoeists  pride 
themselves  on  being  nature  lovers  and  the  "roughing  type".  Although  we  were  not 
exactly  roughing  it,  but  were  enjoying  ourselves  working  with  our  paddles  and  not 
utilizing  any  modem  technology  provided  power  means,  like  motors.  That  of  course  did 
not  mean  that  technology  was  not  used  to  design,  engineer  and  streamline  the  canoes  and 
to  build  them  with  modem  high-tech  materials  to  make  the  paddling  easier  and  more 
efficient.  Falling  into  the  cold  water  can  be  shocking  experience,  as  is  well  known.  Have 
you  heard  about  hypothermia?  It  is  a  very  serious  matter.  You  always  hear  or  read 
stories  about  people  or  fishermen  (who  are  people,  too)  that  were  drowned,  finding  their 
overturned  canoe  without  them.  However  at  this  time,  on  this  nice,  warm  summer  day 
the  lake  was  rather  appealing  to  swim  in.  Except  it  was  not  allowed.  There  were  signs 
all  over  forbidding  you  to  swim  under  the  penalty  of  the  law.  So,  what  you  do  if  you  did 
fall  into  the  water,  what  are  they  going  to  do  then  with  you?  One  day  it  might  be  fun  to 
try  it.  But  then  again  maybe  not. 

So  we  were  paddling  along  quietly  up  the  shore  line.  Although  we  did  have  some 
crosswind  and  current  working  against  us,  we  successfully  made  the  crossing.  It  did 
make  us  paddle  harder  to  keep  direction  and  to  reach  the  other  side.  Then  we  were 
proceeding  in  the  opposite  direction,  southward  now  and  close  to  the  western  shore.  For 
some  hour  or  so  our  arms  and  bodies  were  moving  continuously  and  quite  rhythmically, 
in  tandem  and  fairly  coordinated,  periodically  switching  sides  from  left  to  right,  mostly 
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opposing  each  other's  side.  It  resulted  in  pretty  nice  gliding  on  the  water  that  smoothed 
out  toward  the  afternoon  so  that  only  our  paddles  and  some  fish  here  and  there  caused 
some  rippling  among  the  small  waves  we  were  making.  All  the  way  there  was  not  much 
said.  As  we  were  well  passing  half  way  of  the  lake  lengthwise,  I  heard  Joan's  voice:  ”Do 
you  think  is  it  time  to  stop  and  have  something  to  eat  and  have  some  water?  I  am  getting 
hungry,  and  a  little  rest  would  be  all  right,  too." 

"Sure  enough,  and  I  thought  you  never  will  say  the  word,"-  was  my  quick  reply. 

”1  see  some  pretty  nice  spot  just  in  front  of  us  where  we  could  make  a  stop." 

We  directed  the  canoe  toward  the  shore,  and  when  close  enough  we  got  out  of  the 
canoe  and  pulled  the  boat  up.  We  picked  a  grassy  patch  and  settled  down,  ready  for  the 
sandwich  and  a  drink  of  water.  We  were  warmed  up,  actually  sweating  since  the  sun  was 
shining  on  us  all  along  with  just  a  little  breeze,  and  it  was  a  pretty  good  workout.  It  was  a 
beautiful  day.  Both,  the  food  and  the  water  tasted  very  good.  They  hit  the  spot. 

With  the  stomach  full  and  feeling  good  we  lay  on  the  ground.  We  were  just 
enjoying  the  day  and  relaxing.  As  I  let  my  thoughts  go  to  any  direction,  Joan  turned 
suddenly  toward  me  and  said: 

"I  can  understand  why  you  wanted  to  leave  Hungary  and  why  you  went  to  Israel. 
The  circumstances  you  were  in  before  and  during  the  big  war,  and  thus  once  it  was  over 
wanting  to  build  a  different  new  world,  making  you  an  idealist  and  a  Zionist  - 1  can  see 
that.  Specifically,  somebody  like  you,  as  much  as  I  got  to  know  you.  It  looks  very 
understandable,  and  I  certainly  can  sympathize  with  that  since  I  myself  became  involved 
in  some  movements  of  sort.  I  am  a  person  that  got  involved,  too,  and  have  been  an 
activist  in  all  kind  of  isms.  But  it  somewhat  puzzles  me,  why  did  you  leave  Israel,  and 
what  brought  you  to  the  United  States?" 

The  question  definitely  came  as  a  surprise,  as  my  thoughts  were  wandering  into 
entirely  different  direction:  more  into  the  present,  maybe  a  little  into  the  future.  So,  it, 
took  me  a  few  minutes  to  change  course,  to  collect  my  thoughts  and  to  respond. 

"Let  me  start,  Joan,  by  saying  that  we  never  intended  to  leave  Israel.  As  a  matter 
of  fact,  it  is  still  our  contention  that  we  did  not  leave  completely,  never  really  emigrated. 
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Especially,  if  you  ask  Chana  she  will  say  so.  For  the  second  part,  in  short,  it  is  my 
mother-in-law  that  brought  me,  rather  us,  to  the  States." 

"Slow  down,  let's  go  step-by-step.  First  of  all,  she  could  not  bring  you,  if  you  did 
not  want  to  come.  Then,  I  did  not  ask  who,  but  what  brought  you  here  to  the  Western 
world.  Second,  you  guys  lived  here  over  ten  ...  or  more  ...  some  fifteen  years.  You  own 
your  suburban  house,  have  a  career,  children  that  were  bom  here;  that  seems  to  be  more 
than  temporary  to  me.  Let's  be  practical.  Looks  to  me,  this  is  your  home  for  all  these 
reasons,  is  it  not?  Til  bet  you  are  here  for  good,  or  at  least  for  a  long  time  to  come." 

“You  certainly  have  a  point,  a  few  points  here.  O.K.,  where  shall  I  start.  First  let 
me  answer,  yes,  I  personally  feel  that  this  is  my  home  here  and  I  feel  good  being  in  the 
States.  But  then,  it  was  not  planned  that  way,  it  just  so  happened.” 

It  looks  like  Joan  expected  a  serious  and  complete  explanation,  as  usual.  No 
wonder,  she  was  an  anthropologist  by  education  and  was  interested  in  understanding 
people  and  their  actions.  So,  I  thought,  might  as  well  give  the  whole  picture: 

"Well,”  I  turned  fully  toward  her  as  I  was  putting  my  arm  under  my  head,  to 
make  it  easier  to  converse.  “Of  course,  Joan,  you  are  right.  She,  my  dear  mother-in-law 
that  is,  could  not  bring  us  over  here  if  we  did  not  want  to  come.  However,  the  reason  I 
put  it  that  way  is  because  she  had  a  lot  to  do  with  it,  as  you  will  see.  You  have  to  know 
her.  She  is  a  person  that  finds  the  way  to  have  things  go  her  way.  On  her  mind,  there  is 
nothing  to  discuss,  there  is  only  one  right  way  and  that  is  her  way.  We  lived  at  the  time 
happily  in  a  suburban  town  of  Tel  Aviv,  which  is  the  Big  City  of  Israel,  like  New  York 
City  to  the  U.S.A.  The  exception  is  that  Tel  Aviv  is  in  a  very  much  smaller  scale,  in  every 
way.  Actually,  the  three  of  us,  our  family  started  settling  down  pretty  well.  We  had  just 
moved  there  four  years  earlier  into  our  apartment  and  finally  were  getting  over  our  initial 
difficulty  of  the  financial  strain  of  buying  the  place.  I  had  a  pretty  good,  steady  job,  as  a 
product  and,  tool  designer  making  electrical  switches.  That  is  following  lots  of  moving 
and  changes  in  the  almost  fifteen  years  we  lived  in  Israel,  as  you  already  know." 

"Yes,”  she  interrupted.  “I  think,  I  remember  you  talked  about  being  in  the  kibbutz, 
you  being  a  farmer  and  then  living  in  different  places  and  doing  different  things.  Well, 
go  on." 
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"So,  we  were  getting  acclimated  to  the  big  city,  and  getting  used  to  the  new 
lifestyle  becoming  comfortable.  My  mother-in-law  also  was  living  in  the  big  city  at  that 
period  of  time,  after  returning  from  the  States.  It  just  so  happened  that  she  had  received 
some  sum  of  money  from  the  Germans  as  a  war  reparation  for  being  taken  to  the  Nazi 
concentration  camp.  From  that,  she  offered  to  give  us  a  certain  amount  just  as  a  gift  to 
help  us  to  make  life  a  little  easier.  No  conditions,  at  least  that’s  what  was  said.  However, 
as  she  put  it,  we  could  use  it  either  to  buy  a  car,  or  take  a  vacation  trip  to  Europe,  or  a  one 
way  trip  to  America.  Then,  she  started  working  on  us  as  to  why  the  last  option  was  the 
one  we  should  be  taking.  The  point  she  was  trying  to  make  was  that  either  if  we  bought  a 
car,  there  was  enough  for  a  used  car  only  anyway,  or  if  we,  took  a  vacation  trip,  we  could 
have  some  fun  and  enjoyment  -  but  the  money  would  be  gone.  Using  the  money  to  go  to 
America,  it  would  be  like  an  investment;  a  worthwhile  way  of  using  the  money  since  we 
would  afterward  be  so  much  better  off.  The  argument  was  that  with  all  the  wonderful 
opportunities  there  are  in  America,  pretty  soon  we  would  have  a  car,  and  a  new  one,  and 
we  would  take  our  dream  vacation  as  well.  As  she  put  it,  the  standard  of  living  in  the 
U.S.A.  is  so  much  higher  than  it  is  in  Israel.  There  was  no  question  which  was  the  choice 
someone  “smart”  would  be  making.  You  see,  she  can  be  convincing,  especially  by 
painting  things  in  a  much  brighter  pink  than  they  really  are." 

"Yes,  I  can  see  the  argument.  But,  the  whole  thing  sounds  very  pragmatic,  rather 
materialistic.  What  happened  to  the  idealism  of  building  a  country?  You  were  a  Zionist, 
were  not  you?" 

"Sure,  that  is  true.  But,  I  was  reflecting  at  this  point  on  her  argument  and  what 
initiated  the  whole  idea,  and  where  it  was  coming  from.  That  is  why  I  said  right  at  the 
beginning  what  I  said.  To  add,  of  course,  she  was  anything  but  objective,  plus  using  all 
the  other  weapons  in  her  arsenal,  such  as  'if  you  love  me  . . .  etc.'  The  point  is,  we  were 
receptive  to  her  argument.  At  that  stage,  we  had  passed  some  milestones.  We  were 
disappointed  with  the  kibbutz,  which  we  left.  So  that  ideal  fell  by  the  wayside.  We  had 
to  go  through  quite  a  bit  of  struggle  to  build  up  a  life  with  some  standard  for  our  family. 

It  did  take  some  doing  to  get  there,  where  we  were  at  that  stage.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  we 
did  not  have  a  larger  family  then,  because  we  did  not  think  we  could  afford  it.  We 
thought,  still  being  young,  we  still  had  a  long  way  to  go.  Yes,  we  did  change,  altering 
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our  way  of  thinking  into  being  more  materialistic,  or  just  realistic  you  could  say. 
Welcome  to  the  middle  class,  to  making  it  like  many  of  our  peers  of  our  generation  were 
striving  to.  However,  we  felt  very  strongly  about  not  wanting  to  leave  the  country,  Israel 
for  good,  at  that  point.  So,  we  were  thinking  about  the  offer,  but  in  the  terms  of  living  in 
the  States  for  a  while,  and  not  forever,  as  my  mother-in-law  had  on  her  mind.  She  was 
tactful  enough  not  to  stress  that  issue;  time  would  tell, ...  and  it  does  as  we  are  talking.  In 
either  case,  we  had  to  make  the  big  decision." 

"I  guess  so,”  she  nodded,  “how  did  you  come  to  it?  Were  there  other  factors? 
What  I  heard  so  far  did  not  seem,  too  convincing.  Did  you  really  believe,  you  guys  just 
can  come,  live  here  a  few  years,  become  rich  quickly  and  that's  it?”  She  looked  at  me. 

Looking  back  at  her,  I  sensed  some  edge,  but  did  not  reacting  to  it.  I  just 
answered:  "We  were  neither  that  naive,  nor  did  we  take  everything  at  face  value  the  way 
my  mother-in-law  presented  it.  No,  Joan,  I  did  not  think  the  dollars  actually  grew  on  the 
trees  and  anyone  could  just  come  and  pick  them  off.  I  did  figure  that  the  whole  thing  will 
require  some  doing.  At  that  point  I  did  not  even  have  any  idea  of  how  to  go  about  it.  We 
had  passed  the  age  of  innocence,  when  we  left  one  continent,  burned  our  bridges,  and 
went  to  another  country.  Now,  we  had  more  to  lose,  too.  Yes,  we  did  toss  the  pros  and 
cons,  and  actually  I  remember  very  well  the  particular  evening  when  we  made  the  final 
decision." 

I  continued:  "That  was  the  fall  when  president  Kennedy  was  assassinated  in 
Dallas.  I  don't  exactly  remember,  whether  that  evening  was  just  before  or  after  Ruby 
killed  the  assassin,  what's  his  name,  Harvey  Oswald,  or  whatever.  Anyway,  we  were 
invited  to  a  party  of  sort  and  there  the  assassination  was  very  much  discussed.  We  could 
not  see  it  on  TV,  as  there  was  no  television  in  Israel  at  the  time,  but  there  were  plenty  of 
pictures  and  writings  in  the  papers.  All  kinds  of  opinions  were  expressed  about  the 
implications,  and  the  general  feeling  was  a  kind  of  sorrow  and  loss  for  the  whole  Western 
world.  Well,  America  was  very  much  on  our  minds  for  several  reasons,  as  you  see  it,  we 
needed  to  make  a  decision.  It  was  a  pleasant  and  quiet  evening  as  we  left  the  party  to  go 
home,  just  about  three  miles  away.  Our  first  decision  was:  instead  of  taking  a  taxi 
service,  we  would  walk  all  the  way  to  give  us  enough  time  to  talk  over  all  the  why  not’s 
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and  yes’s.  Our  first  premise  was  that  we  wanted  to  make  some  advancement,  to  get 
ahead.  We  had  to  agree,  using  the  money  for  buying  a  car  or  taking  a  vacation  would  not 
buy  that  key  for  advancement.  We  looked  upon  the  U.S.A.  as  a  country  that  could 
provide  a  kind  of  experience  no  any  other  place  could.  My  personal  viewpoint  was  to 
look  for  expanding  into  an  engineering  career,  maybe.  Looking  back  on  my  childhood,  I 
had  always  wanted  to  be  an  engineer.  Only,  because  of  the  Zionist  idealism,  not  listening 
to  my  father,  I  got  side  tracked.  I  missed  out  on  going  to  University  to  become  a  full- 
fledged  Engineer.  My  feeling  was  I  wanted  to  make  up  for  it  by  going  to  America,  which 
is  the  mother  of  technology.  I  thought  to  gain  such  a  practical,  first-hand  insight  into  the 
American  technical  know-how.  I  had  to  be  able  to  capitalize  on  it,  whenever  we  would 
be  coming  back.  That  was  my  side.  Chana's  side  was  simply,  she  wanted  to  go  and  have 
the  experience.  She  had  an  Uncle  in  the  States  who  was  doing  very  well.  Her  Mother 
said  all  kinds  of  wonderful  things  about  her  brother  and  his  family.  She  looked  at  them 
the  way  she  wanted  to  see  them.  We  also  thought,  it  could  benefit  our  son  also  to  see  the 
new  world,  and  widen  his  horizon  along  with  ours.  We  all  would  learn  a  lot.  An 
opportunity  to  go  to  America  was  something,  that  for  whatever  reason,  we  dreamt  about. 
On  top  of  it,  we  would  learn  the  English  language,  which  by  itself  would  be  beneficial. 

So  why  would  it  be  wrong  to  take  that  once-if-a-lifetime  chance." 

"It  sounds  very  much,  that  you  guys  felt  like  and  just  wanted  to  go.  You  people 
just  had  to  find  the  way  to  convince  yourself,”  she  interrupted. 

"That  was  may  be  so,  but  I  did  have  one  big  reservation,  which  I  expressed  very 
vividly.  The  money  was  really  not  enough  for  all  of  us  to  go  and  come  back.  It  was  the 
million  dollar  question  how  to  accomplish  the  plan  of  going  over,  living  and  working  to 
sustain  ourselves,  and  maybe  even  to  saving  something  for  when  it  was  time  for  us  to 
return  four  years  later.  The  problem  was,  of  course,  in  order  to  settle  down  and  be  able  to 
work  one  needed  to  be  an  immigrant,  or  have  some  other  specific  status.  To  get  an 
immigrant  visa,  with  the  long  waiting  line  and  quota  could  take  some  times,  maybe  ten 
years  or  more.  With  all  the  unknowns,  my  stand  was  to  obtain  a  leave  of  absence  from 
my  job,  and  to  go  by  myself  with  a  standard  visitor’s  visa,  as  a  tourist.  Then  check  things 
out,  try  to  find  the  way  and  if  I  do  succeed  to  establish  myself,  then  the  family  would 
follow." 
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"That  was  kind  of  a  more  cautious  approach,  but  it  looks  like  in  either  case  you 
had  a  trip  for  yourself  even  if  things  did  not  work  out.  Did  your  spouse,  Chana,  and  her 
mother  go  along?  What  happened  then?”  she  inquired. 

"There  was  no  other  feasible  way  to  do  it.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  by  the  time  we 
arrived  home  from  the  party  after  walking  through  the  deserted  roads  and  streets  of  Tel 
Aviv,  we  had  finished  our  discussion  and  came  to  our  conclusion.  The  final  decision  was 
'go'  with  the  condition  that  I  was  going  first  hoping  that  I  would  succeed,”  I  answered. 

In  the  following  days  the  preparation  started,  such  as  passports,  and  release  papers 
from  the  military  reserve.  I  talked  to  my  employer  for  a  leave  of  absence  and 
recommendation  letter.  I  wrote  letters  to  make  connections  and,  took  a  crash  course  in 
English.  In  another  few  months,  the  middle  of  January  of  the  new  year,  I  was  on  the 
plane,  my  first  time  ever  flying,  crossing  the  Atlantic  Ocean  going  west." 

Suddenly  we  realized  our  side,  which  was  the  western  side  of  the  lake,  was  in 
shadow. 

Joan  noted:  “Looks  like  the  sun  is  going  down.  It’s  getting  late,  we  better  get 
going.”  She  added,  “I  think  I  get  the  picture.  Now,  I  wonder,  how  did  you  make  it 
through?  Well,  did  you  speak  English  at  all?  But  tell  me  later,  it  is  getting  a  little  chilly." 

We  collected  our  belongings,  pushed  the  canoe  back  to  the  water  and  started 
paddling.  We  continued  south  for  a  while,  almost  to  the  other  narrow  end.  At  that  area 
the  lake  was  full  of  weeds,  somewhat  hindering.  We  made  a  1 80-degree  turn,  gliding 
back  on  the  eastern  shore  toward  the  launching  spot.  The  water  was  smooth,  just  like  a 
mirror.  Some  fishing  boats  could  be  seen  in  some  distance.  It  was  quiet,  and  we  kept 
quiet  thinking  to  ourselves.  My  mind  went  back,  remembering  and  picturing  that  night 
walking  back  on  the  quiet  streets  of  Tel  Aviv.  It  felt  like  it  was  just  a  few  days  ago  and  at 
the  same  time  it  seemed  like  ages  had  passed  by  since.  I  was  wondering  about  the 
decision  we  made  then;  was  it  for  the  good?  For  the  most  part  it  was,  I  thought.  It 
certainly  opened  up  some  horizons,  we  got  through  some  experiences.  Well,  here  I  am,  it 
is  a  different  world.  Not  necessarily  better  (or  worse),  but  just  something  else,  different. 

It  felt  good  concentrating  on  the  tandem  paddling  and  the  tandem  working  of  the  muscles 
and  the  mind.  It  did  not  seem  long  at  all  and  we  were  there  at  the  boat  launching  spot. 
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where  we  started.  We  had  looped  back.  A  little  breeze  had  just  picked  up,  starting  to 
cool  the  air  down  just  as  we  pulled  the  canoe  out  and  loaded  it  on  top  of  the  car.  We 
changed  clothes,  one-by-one  behind  the  car,  and  in  good  time.  It  was  a  beautiful,  just 
about  perfect  day  with  good  timing.  We  were  on  our  way  driving  back. 

"Why  not  continue  your  story,  how  you  set  your  feet  on  a  strange  land  and  knew 
where  to  go.  Did  you  know  anybody?”  Joan  inquired. 

"No,  I  really  did  not  know  anybody,  with  the  exception  of  two  old-time 
schoolmates  who  lived  in  New  York  City  somewhere.  I  did  have  an  address  of  an  old 
lady,  a  friend  of  my  mother-in-law,  where  I  was  supposed  to  go  at  first  and  could  stay  for 
a  few  days.  She  lived  somewhere  in  Upper  Manhattan,  except  I  had  no  idea  where  Upper 
Manhattan  was.  I  do  remember  the  excitement  in  me  and  inside  the  plane  when  the 
wheels  hit  the  landing  strip  of  Kennedy  airport  on  this  strange  land  in  the  dark  evening 
hours  of  this  winter  day.  I  was  impressed  with  the  courtesy  of  the  immigration  officials. 
Then,  there  I  was  outside  the  arrival  building.  I  had  arrived,  but  to  where?  I  was  warned 
ahead  to  not  take  a  taxi,  because  of  the  tremendous  distance  and  cost.  Looking  around 
there  was  a  sign,  “bus  to  New  York  City”.  I  guessed,  that  was  what  I  needed.  Well,  in 
short,  some  time  later  I  knocked  on  the  door  of  the  old  lady  on  the  172nd  Street  in  Upper 
Manhattan.  I  have  to  admit,  I  was  pretty  nervous  first  on  the  bus  and  as  we  were  just 
driving  on  and  on  for  what  felt  like  a  long  time.  I  was  trying  to  see  what  I  could  to  get 
my  impression  of  how  America  looked  like.  It,  took  a  while  to  get  to  the  terminal  in 
Manhattan  just  after  going  through  a  (very)  long  tunnel.  That  was  the  east  side  terminal, 
as  I  figured  out  later.  From  there  I  did  take  a  taxi,  which  was  going  along  the  East  river. 
This,  took  also  quite  a  while.  It  was  hard  to  realize  the  enormous  size,  distances  and  the 
time  it,  took  to  go  from  here  to  there.  I  had  heard  it  was  big,  large,  but  I  was  unprepared 
for  how  big  and  large.  It  did  take  some  time  to  get  used  to  it.  The  United  States  is  a  very 
large  country." 

"Looks  like  you  did  not  get  lost  even  so.  It  actually  amazes  me,  it  is  like  you 
were  dropped  in  the  middle  of  the  jungle  and  found  your  way.  How  was  your  English, 
really?  You  did  speak  some,  did  you  not?" 
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"I  knew  some  English,  but  not  much.  Let  me  put  it  this  way,  I  knew  how  to  read 
the  names,  and  kind  of  more  or  less  explain  in  very  basic  terms  what  I  wanted.  Just  to 
illustrate:  a  few  days  after  my  arrival  in  New  York  City,  I  was  having  a  hot  dog  and  soda 
in  a  small  diner.  I  was  given  change  back  from  a  five  dollar  bill,  instead  of  the  20-dollar 
bill  I  gave.  I  knew  how  to  complain  and  get  the  correct  amount  along  with  an  apology.  It 
was  a  nice  try  anyway,  but  I  already  knew  better.  By  the  way,  although  it  was  costing 
under  a  dollar  at  that  time,  I  thought  it  was  quite  expensive.  Of  course  using  'wrong' 
words,  like  bus  station  instead  of  bus  stop,  palace  instead  of  plaza,  were  very  common 
occurrences.  It  did  happen  that  the  bus  driver,  took  me  to  the  wrong  place,  because  I  did 
not  express  myself  correctly.  I  guess  it  still  happens  to  day  that  I  misuse  some  words. 
Some  excuse  for  my  early  glitches  is  justified.  Besides  just  not  knowing  the  language, 
what  I  was  learning  was  British  -  English  and  not  American  -  English.  Another  example 
of  this:  some  time  later  I  had  a  flat  tire.  I  know  now,  that  is  the  way  it  is  called.  But  then, 
taking  the  tire  to  a  service  station,  I  said,  ‘I  had  a  puncture.’  The  attendant  looked  me  in  a 
very  strange  way:  ‘What  did  you  have?’  ‘A  hole  in  my  tire,’  explanation  just  caused  him 
react  with  an  ‘...ah  ha,’  with  an  expression  saying  which  planet  ‘that  one  was  coming 
from?’" 


"Let  me  interrupt  myself,”  I  said,  turning  to  her  briefly  as  we  were  approaching  a 
favorite  hamburger  place,  close  to  her  house.  "I  don't  know  about  you,  but  it  is  a  long 
time  since  we  had  our  sandwiches;  I  am  hungry.  So,  how  about  stopping  for  a  bite,  like  a 
hamburger  or  whatever." 

"It  sounds  good,  but  isn't  your  family  waiting  for  you  with  dinner  or  something?” 
she  asked. 

"Not  really,  they  are  not  home  at  all.  They  are  already  gone  for  most  of  the 
summer.  They  left  for  Israel  a  week  ago.  I  will  be  joining  them  for  three  weeks  some 
time  later.  Of  course,  I  am  eagerly  waiting  for  the  time  to  leave  and  visit  there.  But  I 
certainly  had  fun  doing  what  we  did  on  a  nice  sunny  day  like  to  day,”  I  answered. 

“I  knew  they  would  be  going,  but  I  did  not  know  they  already  left.  It  makes  me 
feel  better  that  I  did  not  take  you  away  from  your  family.  Did  you  hear  from  them?” 
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“Not  yet,,  too  early,”  I  responded. ...  “So,  here  is  the  restaurant;  it  is  coming  up; 
should  we?" 

"Sure,  I  am  hungry,  too,  might  as  well,”  she  nodded. 

We  were  lucky  to  get  a  table  within  a  few  minutes.  It  was  a  popular  place,  just 
along  the  main  road.  An  old  fashioned  hamburger  joint:  the  tables  situated  around  a 
couple  of  long  counters  shaped  like  a  big  “U”.  It  is  open  only  from  spring  to  fall.  The 
owner,  who  is  an  old  guy  and  has  had  the  diner  at  this  same  location  for  ever.  He  still 
runs  it  and  cooks  the  hamburgers.  He  spends  the  winters  in  Florida.  The  coffee  still  cost 
ten  cents,  that  is  one  of  the  specialties.  They  have  good  ice  cream,  of  their  own  making, 
too.  We  both  went  for  cheeseburgers  with  french  fries.  The  big  glass  of  cold  water  hit 
the  spot,  too.  After  ordering,  (and  using  the  facilities),  I  kept  on  with  my  narrative  since  I 
was  already  wound  up. 

"Let  me  see,  where  was  I?  Oh,  yeah,  Joan,  you  were  mentioning  something  about 
jungle.  I  have  to  admit,  America  sometimes  has  that  connotation.  In  either  case,  it  did 
give  me  some  impression  of  being  in  the  jungle.  It  looked  true  especially  around  New 
York  City  and  the  New  Jersey  area.  Everything  just  seemed  to  be  in  such  an  all  over,  in 
randomness  and  in  disarray:  the  houses,  the  factories,  the  parks,  the  water.  The  roads, 
subways,  railroads  are  all  over  criss-crossing.  To  top  it  off,  just  this  area  by  itself  is  also 
so  vast;  Simple  huge.  Like  a  good  boy  scout,  on  the  first  day  I  purchased  a  map  of  the 
city  and  surroundings.  I  also  obtained  a  subway  map  and  I  was  all  set  with  the  proper 
guide.  I  learned  my  way  around  in  that  jungle.  I  did  a  lot  of  walking,  too;  going  around 
to  get  to  know  the  surroundings.  Sometimes  I  learned  the  hard  way.  Once,  in  the  early 
days,  I  needed  to  go  to  buy  something  on  14  Street  in  Manhattan.  I  thought  it  was  only 
14  blocks  away  from  the  tip  of  Manhattan,  (called  the  battery  where  you  could  see  the 
Old  Lady,  the  Statue  of  Liberty,  that  is).  What  I  did  not  take  into  account  were  the 
lengths  of  each  block,  and  that  following  the  First  Street  there  are  another  some  twenty 
blocks  with  streets  that  have  names  instead  of  numbers.  It,  took  the  better  part  of  the  day 
until  I  made  it  completely  down.  When  I  reached  this  point  it  was  just  before  dark,  so  I 
still  could  take  a  distant  peek  at  the  Statue.  There  was  another  time,  when  I  had  taken  the 
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ferry  boat  to  visit  the  Old  Lady.  But  this  time  I,  took  the  subway,  which  was  easier  and 
faster.” 

“Yeah,  I  do  remember,  I  did  get  just  about  lost,  too.  That  was,  in  Trenton,  New 
Jersey.  I  traveled  by  train  to  meet  and  visit  some  friends  of  my  Mother-in-law.  I  had 
hoped  that  they  might  be  able  to  help,  since  the  man  had  a  similar  line  of  work  as  mine. 
They  lived  in  one  of  the  suburbs  of  Trenton.  At  first,  they  picked  me  up  at  the  train 
station,  and,  took  me  to  their  home.  No  problem.  A  few  days  later  I  was  taken  to  the  bus 
depot  to  take  a  bus  to  Philadelphia.  I  had  gone  to  check  out  the  possibility  of  becoming 
student  at  the  Temple  University.  It  did  not  provide  much  promise.  However,  when  it 
came  to  return  to  their  home,  I  guess  I  got  confused  and  mixed  up  with  the  name  of  the 
suburb,  the  street,  the  bus  needed,  and  I  found  myself  to  be  someplace  else.  I  had  no  idea 
where  I  was.  A  nice,  older  couple  responded  to  my  confused,  alarmed  stuttering  and 
helped  me  to  figure  out  where  I  needed  to  go  and  actually  they,  took  me  into  their  car  and 
drove  out  of  their  way  to  bring  me  to  my  destination.  I  was  very  impressed.  I  am  not 
sure  something  like  that  would  happen  today.  Things  have  changed  since  then.  People 
would  be  afraid  to  stop  for  me  and  to  try  to  talk  to  me.  By  the  end  of  the  three  months  I 
lived  in  New  York  City,  I  can  assure  you,  I  knew  my  way  around,  at  least  in  New  York 
City  and  Manhattan.  I  knew  the  area  better  than  maybe  millions  of  the  New  Yorkers  who 
lived  in  the  city  all  their  life.  Uptown,  Downtown,  East  side.  West  side,  the  boroughs, 
and  so  on,  all  became  familiar  terms  for  me." 

"I  believe  you,”  she  said  “but  how  did  you  establish  yourself  and  what  made  you 
to  come  to  Rochester?" 

"I  got  myself  a  lawyer  recommended  by  the  well-to-do  relative,  Chana’s  uncle, 
whom  I  contacted  after  all.  We  did  not  notify  him  ahead  of  time  about  my  coming.  We 
did  not  want  him  to  interfere  with  our  plan.  By  the  way,  he  and  his  family  did  treat  me 
very  well  after  the  fact,  that  it  was  evident  I  was  here.  I  was  invited  many  times  to  their 
home  in  South  Orange,  New  Jersey.  They  lived  in  a  very  affluent  neighborhood  in  a 
large  fancy  house.  He  had  a  small,  and  lucrative  factory  making  brushes  and  paint 
rollers.  Once,  the  first  time  ever,  I  drove  one  of  his  cars  from  the  factory  in  Jersey  City  to 
their  home.  One  of  his  loyal  managers  called  him  a  very  smart  man,  but  I  was  not  sure  at 
this  time  what  the  word  smart  meant.  He  did  have  a  vice,  which  was  that  he  hid  his 
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Jewish  origin.  He  even  was  raising  his  children  as  Christians,  but  they  knew  the  “secret”. 
Well,  it  was  his  prerogative,  I  guess.” 

Then  I  continued:  “Once  again  through  the  connections  of  my  mother-in-law  I  did 
find  a  potential  job  in  Rochester.  She  knew  some  friends  in  the  area  and  I,  took  the  bus 
to  make  the  trip  to  this  upstate  city.  I  probably  drove  the  bus  driver  crazy  asking  every 
half  an  hour  (of  the  ten  hours  the  drive,  took)  whether  we  were  already  there.  Again,  the 
distance  we  covered  just  seemed  to  be  unbelievable,  while  on  the  map  it  looked  like  so 
little  of  the  whole  U.S.A.  I  met  the  people,  the  acquaintances  of  my  mother-in-law  and 
made  new  friends  with  them.  They  were  Hungarians  who  had  emigrated  following  the 
uprising  of  '56.  The  one,  a,  toolmaker  in  a  small  machine  shop,  arranged  an  interview 
with  his  boss,  the  owner,  my  potential  employer.  It  went  well;  he  was  willing  to  hire  me. 
It  was  a  good  deal  for  him  since  I  did  have  the  skills  of  a,  tool  designer.  He  could  use 
what  I  was  offering  since  there  was  shortage  of  such  skill.  At  the  same  time  he  could  pay 
me  less.  It  also  was  a  good  deal  for  me  because  it  provided  the  key  to  establish  myself. 
So,  we  were  even,  although  at  that  time  I  was  not  fully  aware  all  this,  but  it  did  not 
matter.  We  agreed  that  all  expenses  and  paperwork  would  be  up  to  me,  of  course. 
However  on  the  positive  side  I  was  impressed  with  the  casualness,  the  straight  forward 
dealing  between  myself  and  my  future  employer.  But,  I  do  have  to  add  some  notes, 
rather  kind  of  my  own  disappointments.  I  learned  certain  things  from  this  trip  that  were 
contrary  to  my  expectations  and  image  of  America.  For  one,  I  had  to  take  the  bus  instead 
of  a  fancy  train.  I  learned  that  the  train  service  had  just  about  completely  disappeared. 
Secondly,  it  was  hard  to  believe  that  such  small  machine  shops  existed;  not  all  industry 
consisted  of  those  huge  factories  I  saw  in  the  pictures.” 

Then,  back  to  New  York  City.  A  period  of  nerve  racking  waiting  started  while 
the  legal  papers  were  submitted,  filed  and  got  accepted.  My  status  had  to  be  changed 
from  a  visitor  to  a  permanent  resident.  It  was  based  on  a  first  preference  quota,  since  I 
possessed  a  needed  profession.  There  were  plenty  of  calls  and  visits  to  the  lawyer,  then 
finally  it  happened.  I  became  eligible  to  receive  the  ‘green  card’,  which  also  symbolized 
that  I  ‘had  made  it’.  It,  took  me  less  than  16  hours  to  relocate  myself  and  to  become  a 
resident  of  Rochester  in  upstate  New  York.  That  included  the  bus  ride,  the  duration  of 
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which  I  now  knew.  Whereas,  it,  took  another  ten  months  until  the  green  card  physically 
was  received  from  the  bureaucracy.  With  all  fairness,  the  whole  procedure  was  not  bad 
at  all  compared  with  other  bureaucracies  of  other  countries  I  knew  and  had  heard  about  it. 
The  important  thing  was  that  I  could  start  working,  which  I  did  promptly." 

Just  in  time,  as  in  the  meantime  we  also  finished  our  meal  at  the  hamburger  place, 
and  made  it  back  to  her  bam  ready  to  unload  the  canoe  and  the  rest  of  the  gear. 

"Well,  so  that’s  the  way  it  happened,  you  settled  in  this  comer  of  the  States,  in  the 
New  World.  Then  your  family,  your  wife  and  son  followed  you  ...  how  much  later?”  she 
paused,  while  untying  the  ropes. 

"It  actually,  did  take  a  while,  like  five  months.  Even  then  it  was  against  the 
advice  of  the  lawyer,  but  we  did  not  want  to  wait  any  longer.  It  worked  out  all  right.  By 
that  time  I  did  buy  a  car,  a  used  (and  msty)  one.  But,  it  cost  less  than  my  one  week  pay. 

I  bought  a  ten-year-old  Ford,  for  100  dollars.  It  was  running  good  enough  to  drive  to 
New  York  City,  to  pick  them  up  at  the  seaport.  Chana  and  Gaby  came  by  boat.  I  rented 
and  attached  a  U-Haul  trailer  and  brought  them  to  Rochester,  to  our  new  home.  It  was  a 
temporary  and  small  apartment.  I  did  not  want  to  choose  a  more  permanent  one  by 
myself.  I  thought  we  should  do  it  together.  Which  we  did.  In  two  months  time  we 
rented  a  fairly  nice,  two  bedroom  one  in  the  city  and  lived  there  the  first  six  years.” 

We  expressed  to  each  other  how  lucky  we  were  to  catch  such  perfect  weather,  and 
so  on.  She  also  added  that  it  was  interesting  what  I  had  to  say  and  that  she  had  a  pretty 
good  understanding  now  of  what  it,  took  to  come  and  settle.  She  also  said  that  she  had 
the  answers  to  her  questions.  With  that  I  said  thanks  and  good-night.  On  my  way  back 
darkness  started  falling  and  the  city  lights  were  appearing,  and  memories  continued  to 
pop  up.  The  experiences  of  this  first  period  in  the  U.S.A.  were  replaying  in  my  mind. 
There  were  so  many  impressions,  uncertain  situations,  ups  and  downs.  I  remember 
looking  at  those  engineering  marvels  in  the  big  city:  the  tall  skyscrapers,  the  huge,  double 
decker  bridges  with  lots  of  steel,  the  tunnels  under  the  rivers,  and  the  tremendous  maze  of 
roads  with  the  “zillions”  of  cars.  It  gave  me  the  impression  that  there  is  nothing  that 
technically  can  not  be  solved.  Visiting  the  United  Nations  building,  and  the  incredible 
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museums  filled  me  with  admiration.  It  was  really  exhilarating  going  to  the  Metropolitan 
Opera  to  listen  to  Aida,  my  favorite.  Actually,  it  was  exciting  how  it  happened:  I  was 
asking  people  where  was  the  Metropolitan  and  how  could  I  get  a  ticket.  Everybody 
discouraged  me  saying  it  was  not  worth  it  and  it  was  impossible  to  get  tickets  anyway. 
Then,  one  day  walking  on  Sixth  Avenue  around  38th  Street,  suddenly  I  noticed  big 
pronouncements  on  the  wall  about  operas  including  Aida.  Further  examination  told  me 
this  was  it.  This  was  the  Metropolitan  Opera.  It  was  a  disappointment;  it  looked  very 
ordinary  among  all  the  oldish  buildings  in  the  surroundings.  The  pronouncement 
indicated  the  last  performance  and  it  was  in  a  few  days.  I  thought  to  try  and  approached 
the  cashier.  There  were  single  tickets  available  and  I  got  one.  It  was  the  most  elating  and 
enjoyable  show  I  ever  experienced,  except  that  I  was  by  myself. 

But  there  were  days,  while  in  New  York  City  expecting  the  papers  to  go  through, 
my  patience  started  to  be  short  and  I  did  not  know  what  to  do.  There  was  nobody  to  talk 
to  and  to  share  either  the  excitement  or  the  worry.  The  waiting  seemed  to  be  endless. 

The  money  was  rapidly  depleting.  At  some  points  I  considered  how  to  go  back  without 
actually  giving  up.  I  have  to  admit,  I  missed  the  family.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  that  was  the 
first  time  in  my  entire  life  that  I  lived  alone  for  what  seemed  to  be  a  long  time.  I  was 
down  to  my  last  1 00  dollars,  when  finally  the  word  came  and  I  moved  to  Rochester  and 
started  working  and  earning  $  120,-  a  week.  I  wanted  to  show  Chana  and  my  son  Gaby 
all  the  new  things.  I  wanted  to  enjoy  the  experience  of  the  "new"  car,  the  driving  down  to 
the  parking  garage  underground  and  seeing  Midtown  Plaza.  I  wanted  to  visit  Niagara 
Falls  with  them,  which  is  just  a  little  more  than  an  hour’s  car  ride  on  the  thru  way.  After 
all,  that  is  one  of  the  “seven  wonders”  of  the  world  and  we  had  heard  so  much  about  it.  I 
wanted  to  see  so  many  new  places  and  things,  to  start  the  new  life  together  with  them. 
Despite  some  delay,  it  did  come  to  that. 

Then  my  father  came  to  my  mind.  We  celebrated  his  75  year  birthday  just  a 
couple  of  years  before  I  left  to  come  to  the  States.  I  loved  my  father  dearly.  It  was  a  pity, 
just  real  bad  how  harshly  we  argued  over  the  whole  idea  of  our  "American  adventure". 

He  did  not  buy  any  of  the  reasoning  I  was  bringing  up.  He  just  blamed  my  mother-in-law 
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for  rousing  the  situation  up.  We  did  have  some  quite  heated  discussions,  shouting 
matches,  I  should  say.  He  believed  strongly  and  expressed  that  he  might  not  see  me  and 
us  ever  again.  We  reacted,  of  course,  saying:  "Oh,  come  on,  what  are  you  talking  about, 
why  not."  The  sad  part,  he  was  right.  We  never  saw  each  other  again.  When  it  came  to 
it,  we  did  depart  in  peace  and  with  good  spirit.  We  were  corresponding  fairly 
extensively.  Close  to  two  years  later  I  made  plans  to  fly  back  for  a  short  visit  to  see  my 
parents  and  sister's  family.  We  were  all  very  excited,  and  at  the  two  opposite  side  of  the 
big  ocean  I  and  my  father  were  preparing  ourselves  to  talk  things  over,  to  exchange  ideas 
following  my  experiences,  to  talk  about  the  plans  for  the  future.  There  was  so  much  to 
say,  and  my  father  liked  to  talk  over  things.  Although  by  profession  he  was  an  engineer, 
he  was  a  kind  of  philosopher.  I  had  my  tickets,  and  the  date  was  set.  And  then,  just  a 
month  before  my  departure,  the  telegram  came.  It  informed  us  about  his  sudden  death. 
He  had  passed  away  because  of  a  severe  stroke.  It  was  a  severe  shock,  of  course.  We 
were  mournful.  We  spent  some  quiet  time,  although  Gaby  asked  whether  he  could  watch 
T.V.  We  allowed  him,  but  we  cancelled  our  shopping  trip  and  were  sitting  around  for 
days  thinking  and  talking  about  my  father.  We  were  heavyhearted,  it  happened  so 
unexpectedly  and  so  suddenly.  It  was  a  real  loss  to  all  of  us.  However,  I  kept  my  travel 
plans  and  I  was  there  not  for  his  funeral,  but  in  Jerusalem  for  his  memorial.  It  was  held 
according  of  the  Jewish  tradition.  I  was  listening  to  the  admiration  of  his  friends  and 
associates.  It  turned  out  to  be  a  sad  visit,  but  at  the  least  I  provided  some  support  to  my 
mother.  An  interesting  interlude  came  to  my  mind  as  I  was  approaching  home.  Although 
my  parents  at  the  time  lived  in  Jerusalem,  he  died  in  Tel  Aviv  on  a  visit.  They  had  an 
apartment  there.  Following  the  stroke,  he  realized  that  this  was  the  end.  He  expressed 
satisfaction  that  it  happened  in  Tel  Aviv;  so  he  will  be  buried  there.  As  he  explained, 
since  according  to  the  Jewish  tradition  the  body  is  placed  in  the  grave  in  a  sack  and  not  in 
a  coffin,  this  way  his  body  will  be  laid  in  the  soft  sandy  ground  of  Tel  Aviv  rather  than 
over  the  stony  hard  ground  of  Jerusalem.  It  was  interesting.  I  never  knew  or  imagined 
that  my  father  would  believe  it  made  any  difference.  It  puzzled  me.  Or,  maybe,  even 
then  in  his  last  hour,  as  he  still  was  joking  with  the  young  nurses,  he  was  just  teasing  on 
this,  too.  I  guess,  we  will  never  know,  one  way  or  the  other. 
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8  THE  TURNING  POINT  YEAR. 


Nineteen  eighty-one  turned  out  to  be  a  significant  year.  It  was  critical  time,  a  real 
turning  point  in  my  life.  This  was  the  year  when  the  marriage  of  Chana  and  I  turned  sour 
completely  and  we  de  facto  separated  and  went  on  our  different  ways.  It  did  not  happen 
overnight.  It  was  creeping  up,  brewing  sometime,  and  then  just  came  to  that  point  of  no 
return.  I  felt  more  and  more  like  I  was  in  a  pressure  cooker,  and  although  this  was  also 
the  year  that  my  middle  son  had  a  Bar  Mitzvah,  and  my  brother  and  his  wife  were 
planning  to  come  to  visit  us  in  the  United  States  (along  with  my  mother).  I  felt  that  I  had 
to  get  away;  I  had  to  act  if  I  did  not  want  to  break  down. 

She  never  accepted  the  notion  that  there  was  not  one  of  us  was  to  blame,  but  it 
was  a  mutual  "growing".  "Growing  apart",  that  is.  In  her  mind  I  was  the  one  at  fault  that 
our  ways  had  gone  in  different  directions.  Maybe,  it  is  prudent  to  expand  on  this  premise 
that  we  "grew  apart”  after  32  years  of  marriage  plus  some  two  years  of  friendship  before. 
In  what  way  did  we  “grow  apart”  after  spending  together  all  those  years  through  three 
continents  along  with  all  the  struggle  to  survive,  build  a  family  and  the  many  changes  in 
lifestyle?  What  really  brought  us  to  going  on  completely  separate  routes?  How  did  it 
happen? 

The  history  of  us,  Chana  and  I,  starts  at  the  Zionist  movement  in  Budapest,  in 
1948.  That  is  where  we  met  the  first  time.  It  was  in  a  meeting  of  group  leaders.  She  was 
a  newcomer  to  the  team  of  group  leaders.  She  was  outstandingly  well  dressed,  tall,  and 
good  looking.  She  wore  an  expensive,  good  looking  outer  coat  and  high  fashion  boots. 
She  grabbed  my  attention  and  my  heart,  and  my  thoughts  were,  ouahhh.  My  reaction 
was,  she  is  something,  but  unfortunately  she  is  not  for  me,  probably  she  will  never  be 
"mine".  On  top  of  that,  it  turned  out  that  she  was  engaged  to  be  married  to  a  guy  who 
was  an  extremely  good-looking  ladies  man.  His  nickname  was  Antenna.  Most  of  the 
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girls  showed  interest  in  him,  and  he,  took  advantage  of  some.  At  least  that  is  what  the 
saying  was.  This  guy  also  was  somewhat  of  a  shady  person,  and  a  con  artist.  However, 
in  spite  of  her  engagement,  Chana  and  I  became  friends  fairly  quickly.  We  met  often  in 
the  mutual  activities  within  the  movement,  and  soon  started  seeing  each  other  outside  as 
well.  About  five  months  later  Chana  and  her  fiance  broke  up.  He  did  some  dishonest 
thing,  like  stealing  some  money  out  of  the  cashier's  box  in  Chana's  mother's  store  where 
he  was  helping  out.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  Chana  broke  the  engagement  and  left  him.  The 
road  was  open  for  me,  as  the  saying  goes.  Our  friendship  strengthened  and  we  became 
attached;  we  became  boy  and  girl  friends.  She  did  become  "mine". 

Chana  was  the  feminist,  women’s  lib  type.  We  were  somewhat  revolutionaries, 
you  could  say  the  early  hippie  type.  Her  and  my  standings  were  to  be  on  an  equal  basis 
and  our  values  were  different  from  the  conventional.  Our  thinking  was  liberal  and  free 
spirited.  We  were  laughing  when  one  of  the  neighbors  complained  about  some  romantic 
activities  they  saw  through  the  window  and  we  did  not  know  whether  they  were  referring 
to  us  or  to  her  mother  with  her  lover  boyfriend.  Her  mother  also  was  an  extraordinary 
woman  in  her  extremist  views  of  being  super  conservative  and  traditional  on  one  end,  and 
the  same  time  very  liberal  when  it  fitted  her.  When  Chana  became  pregnant  she 
demanded  and  arranged  an  abortion  for  her.  She  was  also  angry  at  us;  not  because  we  did 
what  we  did,  but  because  we  did  not  use  rubber  in  order  to  prevent  the  pregnancy.  And, 
it  was  the  year  of  1948 !  At  the  same  time  she  did  not  want  us  to  get  married,  since  I  did 
not  have  any  profession,  thus  a  future.  I  was  not  a  good  candidate  for  a  husband, 
traditionally. 

We  continued  our  activities  in  the  movement  after  it  was  shut  down  by  the 
government.  When  we  left  Hungary,  illegally,  she  had  gone  ahead  of  me  and  I  followed 
her.  We  met  and  reunited  in  Vienna  and  were  on  our  way  to  Israel  and  the  kibbutz.  That 
is  where  we  get  married  and  our  first  son,  Gaby  was  bom.  We  left  the  kibbutz  together. 
We  built  a  life  together,  first  South  of  Tel  Aviv  on  a  farm  and  then  in  a  small  town  called 
Afridar.  In  a  number  of  years  time  we  bought  a  very  small  half  house.  We  were  pretty 
much  settled  down.  We  were  raising  our  son,  who  was  a  good  child  not  causing  many 
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problems.  That  by  the  time  he  got  home  he  had  eaten  most  of  the  fresh  bread  he  bought 
at  the  comer  grocery  store,  it  did  not  really  matter.  That  at  some  point  we  put  away  all 
his  toys,  because  that  night  he  did  not  want  to  place  them  back  in  order,  it  did  not  count 
either,  but  he  learned  his  lesson.  By  the  time  he  was  eight  to  nine  years  old,  he  was  also 
quite  persistent.  I  remember,  one  of  our  friends  had  a  small  motorcycle,  which  did  not 
work  and  it  was  stored  at  our  house.  But,  it  could  be  used  as  a  bicycle,  so  Gaby  tried  it. 
Well,  he  fell  with  it  and  he  was  hurt.  He  pushed  the  bike  back  and  threw  it  on  the 
ground,  cursing  it  that  he  would  never  touch  it  again.  An  hour  or  so  later,  quietly,  he 
picked  it  up  and  tried  it  again,  and  was  going  with  it  well.  For  his  next  birthday  he  got  a 
new  child’s  bicycle.  He  did  have  a  mishap  with  it,  too,  as  on  a  race,  just  as  they  started 
the  chain  fell  off.  Oh,  well,  what  can  you  do.  Life  sometimes  is  tough.  Chana,  took  a 
year  to  go  to  a  college  level  course  to  obtain  a  teacher's  certificate.  She  then  started 
working  as  a  school  teacher.  I  myself  changed  jobs  several  times.  First  I  worked  as  a 
tractor  driver  on  a  farm,  then  as  a  mechanic  at  a  couple  of  places  for  a  number  of  years.  I 
even  tried  to  work  as  a  diesel  mechanic  on  an  oil  drilling  rig.  This  lasted  only  three 
months,  since  I  quit  when  they  sent  me  home  to  bring  a  medical  certificate  after  two  days 
of  sickness  and  they  could  not  wait  until  the  next  day.  Finally,  I  worked  in  an  orange 
packaging  house  as  a  maintenance  chief  for  some  four  years,  where  I  implemented  all 
kinds  of  engineering  innovations. 

At  some  point  I  started  taking  courses,  as  I  was  not  satisfied  with  the  manual  labor 
and  was  turning  toward  my  original  “love”,  the  field  of  engineering.  I,  took  a  two-year 
course  in  the  evenings  twice  a  week.  It  was  in  Tel  Aviv,  so  I  traveled  after  work,  stayed 
over  in  my  sister's  home,  and  returned  early  in  the  morning  directly  to  work.  When  I 
finished  the  complete  series  of  courses  and  received  my  mechanical  technician  diploma,  I 
got  a  new  job  as  a  draftsman  and  designer  of  products  and,  tools.  It  was  in  Holon,  a 
suburb  of  Tel  Aviv.  So  we  moved  to  Givat  Rambam,  another  suburb  of  Tel  Aviv  where 
the  rest  of  the  family  was  situated.  We  bought  an  apartment  there,  for  which  we  paid  off 
the  short-range  loans  in  three  years  of  serious  belt  tightening.  In  Israel  there  was  no  such 
thing  as  long  term  mortgage  money  on  homes.  Chana  found  a  teaching  job  in  Tel  Aviv 
as  well.  We  did  have  a  pretty  good  life  and  we  were  satisfied.  Of  course,  over  time,  we 
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had  our  ups  and  downs,  we  had  some  differences.  But  at  large  we  did  get  along  well. 

We  had  a  good  understanding  between  us  and  there  were  very  few  arguments.  In  the 
meantime  Gaby  grew  and  became  13  years  old.  It  was  time  to  celebrate  his  Bar  Mitzvah. 
Our  present  to  him  was  a  full  bicycle,  completely  equipped.  That  is  when  the  most 
unexpected  happened.  I  ran  right  into  him  as  I  was  riding  his  brand  new  bike  home.  That 
was  supposed  to  be  his  "surprise"  present.  It  was  a  surprise  for  both  of  us.  He  still  was 
very  happy  with  it.  We  celebrated  his  Bar  Mitzvah  for  the  family  and  our  grownup 
friends  at  a  lavish  party  in  our  still  new  home.  For  the  celebration  for  Gaby's  new  and  old 
school  friends,  we  rode  down  to  a  park  in  Ashkalon.  We  had  a  good  friend  who  owned  a 
truck.  He  was  driving  us  and  the  new  friends  down  (and  back)  some  60  kilometers  to 
meet  the  old  friends.  We  organized  a  nice  successful  picnic  with  plenty  of  food,  drinks  of 
soda  and  games  in  the  park.  All  the  boys  and  girls  had  a  real  wonderful  time.  Some 
made  good  friends  for  sometime  to  come.  It  was  a  really  memorable  event. 

Then,  after  living  15  years  in  Israel,  we  moved  to  Rochester  in  New  York  State. 

It  just  happened  to  be  the  appropriate  time  for  Gaby  to  start  High  School.  However,  he 
did  not  know  English  and  did  not  understand  the  system.  It  was  different  from  the 
system  in  Israel.  I  remember  his  first  day  in  high  school,  when  we,  took  him  there  and 
left  him.  In  an  hour  and  a  half  he  was  back  home.  He  said  that  at  the  end  of  the  first 
session  everybody  jumped  up  and  was  going  all  over  in  different  classes.  He  did  not 
know  where  to  go,  what  to  do.  So  he  came  home.  The  second  day  he  got  the  help  he 
needed.  At  the  end  of  the  four  years  he  spoke  English  like  any  native  American  and 
graduated  from  the  high  school.  He  caught  up  very  well  scholastically  and  athletically,  as 
well.  He  was  captain  of  the  soccer  team  and  was  playing  tennis  in  the  sectional  games.  It 
was  during  this  period  when  our  family  expanded.  Our  first  son  was  growing  up  and  it 
became  evident  that  he  would  be  leaving  home  in  a  couple  of  years.  We  would  be 
staying  "alone",  with  no  kids  at  home.  That  was  a  terrible  thought  -  in  Chana's  mind,  not 
necessarily  in  my  opinion.  Originally  we  had  considered  having  two  children,  but  in 
course  of  the  years,  under  the  circumstances  we  did  not  think  we  could  afford  them  -  until 
that  time.  All  those  years  in  Israel  we  were,  too  over-occupied  with  building  up  a  life, 
and  surviving  economically.  Although  an  “accident”  had  occurred  and  Chana  had  gotten 
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pregnant.  That  was  at  the  worst  of  times,  when  we  had  just  moved  to  Tel  Aviv  and 
bought  the  apartment.  We  had  tremendous  amount  of  short  range  loans  we  were  paying 
back.  Well,  our  solution  was  an  abortion,  which  was  not  such  a  big  deal.  (The  truth  is,  as 
I  mentioned  before  she  had  had  an  abortion  before  while  we  were  still  in  Hungary  and 
she  was  living  in  her  mother's  home).  In  Europe  and  in  Israel  that  issue  was  not  an  issue 
at  all.  I  still  have  a  hard  time  to  see  why  it  should  be  such  a  problem,  why  all  this  hoopla 
around  the  abortion  issue  here  in  the  States.  If  a  child  is  not  wanted  to  begin  with,  just 
because  of  an  accident  or  a  mishap  and  a  pregnancy  is  occurred  why  the  woman 
compelled  to  carry  through.  It  should  be  her  own  free  choice  without  any  interference 
and  pressure.  The  world  would  be  a  bit  better  world.  In  any  case,  our  economic  situation 
at  this  time  in  the  States  was  much  better  and  it  seemed  that  we  could  afford  a  "second 
family".  We  were  still  fairly  young  and  Chana  was  very  much  interested.  She  liked 
babies,  anyway.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  she  acted  like  one  herself  and  she  became  the  baby 
of  the  family.  Finally,  I  gave  in.  However,  I  suggested  that  we  go  for  two,  if  any,  in 
order  to  have  siblings  as  company  for  each  other,  since  we  were  not  that  young  anymore. 

Our  first  try  was  not  that  successful.  We  had,  after  sixth  months  pregnancy,  a 
still-born  boy.  He  was  donated  for  medical  research.  But  the  next  two  tries  worked  out 
very  much  all  right.  So  we  had  two  more  boys:  Ethan  and  Dani.  (Looks  like  I  do  not 
know  how  to  make  girls,  only  boys).  We  had  our  hands  full,  but  we  were  happy.  On  top 
of  our  everyday  life  I  was  involved  in  evening  college  studies  and  was  busy  with  it  quite 
heavily.  Although  generally  it  went  smooth  and  pretty  well  and  I  did  enjoy  it, 
nevertheless  it  had  its  ups  and  downs.  It  had  its  moments  of  "this  is  my  last  year  and  I’ve 
had  enough",  but  when  the  new  year  started  I  was  rushing  to  sign  up  and  to  continue  from 
one  year  to  the  next,  from  degree  to  degree.  I  graduated  first  with  a  certificate,  then  an 
Associates,  a  Bachelors  and  finally  a  Masters  degree.  It  did  last  for  twelve  long  years.  In 
a  few  years  we  bought  our  house  in  a  nearby  suburb  of  Rochester.  Of  course  we  had  our 
two  cars.  Chana  was  also  working  other  than  at  home.  She  was  teaching  part  time  in 
Jewish  private  schools.  Our  boys  were  growing  nicely  and  I  myself  got  used  to  them  and 
connected  to  them.  While  Chana  is  good  and  has  close  feeling  with  babies  and  small 
children,  I  have  the  same  with  larger  kids.  She  has  a  common  “language”  with,  and  good 
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understanding  of  the  youngest  ones,  and  I  do  as  they  become  older.  I  need  to  build  up  a 
relation  and  be  able  to  talk  to  them  and  reason  with  them. 

As  the  years  went  by  our  life  became  quite  routine.  Gaby  has  finished  his  military 
service  and  his  studies  at  the  University  to  become  a  lawyer,  in  Israel.  He  got  married 
and  also  had  a  daughter  (and  later  a  second  daughter),  making  us  grandparents.  Of 
course  they  lived  in  Israel  which  allowed  us  little  opportunity  to  interact  with  the  newest 
generation.  Our  “American  sons”  were  growing  and  becoming  teenagers.  Time  was 
going  by  at  a  fairly  fast  pace.  We  were  busy,  but  life  was  all  right.  At  least  it  was  on  the 
surface. 

I  have  to  concede  about  an  affair  I  had.  That  happened  when  I  worked  at  B- 
corporation  with  the  secretary  of  our  department.  She  was  Mary,  a  married  German 
woman,  a  few  years  older  than  I  was.  It  was  in  the  summer  of  1975,  while  Chana  and  the 
children  were  in  Israel.  One  afternoon,  while  I  was  painting  the  living  room  the  bell  rung 
and  Mary  stood  at  the  door.  She  came  in  and  it  did  not  take  long  before  we  were  in  bed. 
She  knew  Chana  was  away  since  I  joked  about  it  in  the  office  saying,  “here  we  had  our 
chances”.  (It  was  the  time  that  this  kind  of  good  natured  teasing  was  not  considered 
sexual  harassment).  From  that  day  on  she  came  over  just  about  daily.  She  even  told  her 
husband  that  she  was  going  to  a  workshop  from  work.  We  spent  many  hours  together 
and  had  some  very  exciting  times.  She  surprised  me  by  finding  out  when  I  would  be 
arriving  and  waiting  for  me  at  the  airport.  She  called  me  “my  master  lover”.  Our  affair 
continued  for  a  few  more  months  into  the  fall  and  winter,  when  it  became  more  like  a 
burden  and  I  broke  it  off.  She  was  very  angry  with  me,  but  I  had  had  enough  and  I  never, 
took  it  that  seriously.  However,  I  admit  that  I  enjoyed  the  affair.  I  enjoyed  being  wanted 
and  to  have  someone  coming  after  me  sexually  rather  than  the  other  way  around.  I  used 
to  be  the  one  that  was  interested  in  sex  much  more,  than  Chana.  She  usually  went 
quickly  asleep  by  the  time  I  made  it  to  the  badroom.  Of  course,  at  this  stage  in  my  life  I 
did  not  tell  Chana  anything  about  it.  Not  that  I  didn’t  want  to.  I  wanted  to  because  it  was 
an  exciting  adventure  for  me  and  because  of  honesty.  Certainly,  years  earlier  we  would 
have  discussed  it  since  then  we  had  a  different,  open  relationship.  And  then,  it  was  bi- 
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directional.  Some  fifteen  -  twenty  years  earlier  we  had  our  flirting  and  some  fooling 
around,  but  there  was  no  harm  done.  It  did  not  matter;  we  had  an  understanding  of  it.  I 
know,  it  sounds  unusual  and  most  of  the  people  would  not  agree,  but  that  is  the  way  it 
was.  Now,  she  was  stating  over  and  over  that  she  did  not  want  me  being  involved  in  any 
such  activity.  Well,  it  happened  anyway.  Although  she  stated  that  if  she  found  out  that  I 
was  cheating  this  would  end  our  marriage,  but  in  our  later  discussions  I  told  her  about  it 
and  she  just  answered  that  she  knew  it.  It  puzzled  me  why  she  kept  quiet  about  it. 

As  the  years  turned  toward  the  eighties  problems  started  creeping  in  between 
Chana  and  I.  We  were  losing  communication  between  us.  We  started  going  in  different 
directions.  There  was  something  missing.  At  some  point,  when  I  worked  at  Mixing 
Equipment  Company,  I  had  serious  difficulties  at  work  following  a  top  managerial 
change.  I  could  not  bring  the  problems  home  and  discuss  it  with  Chana,  as  I  used  to  do 
for  many  years.  She  knew  the  answers  before  hearing  the  questions.  She  decided  that 
my  problem  was  that  I  was  Jewish.  That  was  the  problem,  simply,  in  her  mind.  She 
knew  the  situation  better  without  listening  to  what  was  really  going  on.  Maybe  being 
Jewish  did  not  help,  but  certainly  it  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  difficulties.  I  lost  a  partner 
to  share  with,  and  it  did  frustrate  me  to  no  end  as  I  could  not  find  the  way  how  to 
overcome  it.  She  started  making  comments  about  “husband  and  wife”  relations  between 
us.  She  made  such  statements  as,  “If  I  wash  your  clothes  you  should  do  this  and  that.”  I 
had  no  idea  what  she  was  referring  to,  and  I  could  not  get  an  explanation  what  she  meant, 
what  was  the  connection.  We  saw  a  movie  with  Mary  Taylor  Moore  about  her  estranging 
more  and  more  from  her  husband  and  younger  son  (following  the  accidental  death  of  the 
older  boy).  I  saw  some  parallel  in  the  movie  and  us  and  I  wanted  to  discuss  it.  She 
resisted  and  said  there  was  nothing  to  talk  about. 

If  everything  was  so  good  for  so  many  years  going  through  three  worlds,  then 
what  went  wrong,  what  was  happening?  Why  we  were  losing  our  communication  and 
closeness?  What  was  changing  that  brought  us  to  an  eventual  separation?  I  cannot  point 
to  one  specific  thing.  It  seems  that  we,  both  of  us,  changed.  Our  attitudes,  the  way  of 
each  of  us  was  thinking  altered.  Chana  became  conservative  and  traditional  and  I  got 
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liberal  and  progressive.  Where  did  the  love  and  the  caring  go,  which  got  us  through  the 
crises  before?  You  can  call  it  we  fell  into  the  mid-life  crisis,  which  apparently  we  did  not 
survive.  Rather,  I  should  say,  our  marriage  did  not  survive.  (Personally,  I  know, 
although  with  some  bumps,  difficulty  and  struggle,  with  time  I  did  get  through  and  made 
a  pretty  good  life  for  myself  after  all.) 

Our  relationship  deteriorated,  our  differences  widened,  and  we  went  for  marriage 
counseling.  The  way  our  marriage  counselor  put  it:  "You  guys  need  to  give  more  space 
to  each  other.  It  is  not  that  a  specific  thing  or  activity  that  either  of  you  is  doing  is  been 
in  question,  because  if  not  “this”  then  there  would  be  something  else."  It  was  not  that  I 
was  involved  in  skiing,  or  canoeing,  because  if  not  that  then  would  have  been  a  different 
kind  of  criticism.  It  is  that  our  interests  were  going  in  different  directions.  I  said  to 
Chana  that,  “I  could  give  her  lots  of  me,  but  not  all  of  me.”  She  said,  “if  she  could  not 
have  all  of  me  then  she  did  not  want  any  of  me.”  While  I  was  studying  I  had  my  own 
space  coming  with  it  -  automatically.  I  called  it  to  be  my  "legitimate  outside  activity", 
which  was  all  right.  But,  when  I  had  some  other  activities,  those  were  questionable.  It  is 
reflected  on  a  father's  day  present  of  a  phonograph  record  to  which  she  attached  a  note 
saying:  "Skiing  no!,  Shooting  no!,  Hiking  no!.  Canoeing  no!,  Sitting  together  listening  to 
music  yes!  -  Happy  Father's  Day."  It  is  not  that  we  could  not  also  sit  together  and  listen 
to  music.  We  could,  but  we  never  did.  Our  typical  evening  picture  was  that  I  was  sitting 
in  the  living  room  and  listening  to  some  classical  music  from  a  record  or  just  the  radio 
(while  reading  or  writing)  and  she  was  sitting  in  the  family  room  watching  TV,  mostly 
falling  asleep.  To  the  marriage  counselor  she  was  complaining  about  it,  because  I  was 
listening  with  my  earphones  on.  She  said  that  I  enclosed  myself  into  my  own  world.  All 
I  did  was  tried  to  avoid  disturbing  each  other  because  there  was  no  door  between  the 
rooms,  thus  us.  She  had  never  said  anything  about  it  before,  that  it  was  bothering  her. 
There  were  other  complaints  that  she  kept  to  herself  for  some  thirty  years.  One  was  that 
when  Gaby  was  in  her  womb  and  started  moving  in  the  middle  of  the  night  she  woke  me 
up  and  my  reaction  was  saying  “so  what”  and  I  went  back  to  sleep.  It  might  be  true,  or  it 
might  not  be.  I  certainly  did  not  remember,  but  the  point  was  that  I  was  (even  then)  a 
“bad  husband”.  Apparently  I  did  not  fit  her  image  of  a  “good  husband”.  She  did  not 
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accept  compromise  so  that  no  matter  what,  I  was  not  as  “good  of  a  husband  as  she 
imagined.”  Altogether,  I  think,  I  was  a  pretty  good,  considerate  husband  and  father  - 
much  better  than  many  others. 

She  did  not  like  that  I  spent  some  occasional  time  (once  or  twice  a  month),  in  a 
bar  with  some  friends  for  a  drink.  "Why  don't  you  invite  them  home,  you  could  talk  to 
them  as  much  as  you  wanted,”  she  said.  She  did  not  understand  and  accept  that  they 
would  not  come  to  my  home  and  that  there  was  nothing  wrong  with  going  to  a  bar. 
Furthermore,  most  of  the  time  it  was  connected  to  some  professional  gathering  to  begin 
with.  She  did  not  budge  even  when  our  oldest  son  came  to  visit  to  discuss  our  divergence 
and  he  sided  with  me  on  this  issue.  Gaby  said  to  his  mother:  "You  don't  have  to  like  it, 
just  accept  it."  It  made  no  difference  to  her.  Anyway,  it  seemed  that  I  had  no  time  for 
anything  of  my  own.  I  had  the  impression  of  being  constantly  watched  and  measured; 
what  was  I  doing,  was  I  O.K.?  The  more  we  diverged  the  more  my  friendship  with  Joan 
grew  and  strengthened.  It  was  an  outlet  for  my  frustration,  a  friend  whom  I  could  talk  to 
and  do  the  kind  of  activities  I  wanted  to  do.  Joan  and  I  were  friends,  without  any  sexual 
intention.  Not  that  she  was  bad  looking,  or  not  desirable,  just  the  opposite,  but  it  never 
came  to  it.  It  is  true  that  Chana  was  jealous  of  her,  and  maybe  rightfully  so,  but  I  needed 
a  friend  like  Joan  desperately.  She  gave  me  understanding.  She  was  like  a  life-line  for 
me,  and  I  expressed  that  to  Chana. 

At  some  point  it  came  to  my  mind  to  grow  a  beard.  I  worked  at  the  Laser  Lab  at 
this  time,  and  it  was  fashionable  there,  and  all  around.  Of  course,  Chana  did  not  like  it. 
However  the  overall  response,  including  Joan’s,  was  positive.  Actually  it  was  interesting 
to  hear  the  various  reactions  from  the  different  people,  from  those  that  did  not  just  ignore 
it  and  commented.  Maybe  it  was  a  defiance,  but  I  liked  it,  too,  and  I  have  had  the  beard 
ever  since.  The  things  I  was  interested  in,  Chana  was  not.  She  did  not  want  to  ski,  hike, 
canoe  or  shoot.  Which  was  all  right.  But,  it  did  not  mean  I  should  not  do  those  things 
myself  as  long  as  they  were  within  reasonable  limits,  and  they  were.  At  the  same  time, 
she  did  have  her  own  space.  She  did  spend  time  with  her  friends  having  lunches  with 
them.  She  did  go  to  do  window  shopping,  and  swimming,  just  about  every  day.  She  did 
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spent  extra  vacation  time  in  the  summer,  or  during  Christmas,  or  Easter  or  both.  These 
are  not  really  complaints  on  my  side,  but  just  stating  the  facts,  the  way  I  saw  them.  There 
were  differences  in  how  we  looked  upon  the  education  of  our  children,  about  how  we 
looked  upon  living  in  the  States  versus  living  in  Israel.  On  an  occasion,  when  she 
returned  from  an  Israeli  visit  and  I  greeted  her  saying  welcome  home  her  response  was: 

“I  was  coming  from  home”.  I  thought  her  home  was  here  in  Rochester,  where  our  house 
was  and  her  family  lived.  Chana  had  to  have  the  last  word  on  every  subject.  She  knew 
everything  better  and  had  the  answers  before  the  questions  were  asked.  I  felt  choked.  I 
know  many  people  continue  to  live  together  with  all  their  differences.  Lots  of  people 
continue  to  stay  married  and  keep  arguing  and  fighting  all  along.  They  were  talking 
about  their  wives  and  I  suddenly  realized  I  was  doing  the  same  thing.  I  could  not 
compromise  to  that  level.  Even  the  thought  of  her  dying  in  an  accident  came  to  my  mind. 
I  kind  of  wished  she  would  just  disappear,  which  actually  scared  me.  I  did  not  really 
want  her  to  be  dead,  just  that  she  would  go  away.  I  could  not  continue  to  live  like  this, 
day  in  and  day  out.  I  was  looking  for  breathing  space,  to  clear  the  air  around  me.  We 
talked  and  talked,  and  nothing  changed.  If  anything,  it  became  worse.  I  felt  that 
something  needed  to  be  done.  It  was  time  to  take  some  action  and  make  the  move. 

The  summer  of  nineteen  eighty-one  turned  out  to  be  a  very  busy  summer.  That 
was  the  year  I  moved  out  and  we  were  separating;  we  traveled  to  Israel  and  we  celebrated 
Ethan's  bar-mitzvah;  we  had  my  brother  and  his  wife,  Jutka,  and  my  mother  coming  to 
visit  us.  It  was  one-by-one  and  altogether  quite  overwhelming,  but  we  did  survive  all  of 
it.  The  first  in  line  was:  our  separation.  We  agreed  that  I  should  be  moving  out.  At  least, 
for  a  trial  period.  I  found  a  friend  who  was  interested  in  somebody  moving  in  as  a  house¬ 
mate  into  his  second  bedroom.  The  friend  worked  with  me  at  the  Laser  Lab.  His 
lady/girl-friend  left  him  and  moved  out.  So,  he  had  a  place  in  an  apartment  they  rented. 

I,  took  the  place.  It  was  time  to  communicate  our  decision  to  our  two  sons.  Chana 
insisted  I  should  tell  them.  It  was  over  the  dinner  table  when  I  informed  the  boys  about 
our  separation.  Of  course  it  was  a  shock  to  them.  Dani,  who  was  1 1  years  old  at  the  time 
just  asked,  whether  I  was  to  continue  to  give  them  money.  He  was  practical. 

My  reaction  was:  “Of  course,  naturally." 
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I  went  on  to  reassure  them  I  was  planning  to  see  them,  spend  time  with  them  and 
stay  close  to  them.  I  emphasized  to  them  that  I  was  not  divorcing  them  and  that  they  had 
absolutely  no  part  in  that  whole  situation.  The  following  day  I  packed  my  essentials  and 
moved  out.  I  started  organizing  myself  in  the  new  status.  It  was  strange  and  at  some 
points  lonely,  but  I  did  feel  much  more  relaxed  and  much  more  content.  I  did  make  a 
point  to  see  and  spend  some  time  with  my  sons.  This  was  important  and  I  was  glad  that  it 
worked  out,  actually,  pretty  well.  I  also  promised  myself  to  keep  some  of  my  “old 
habits”  intact:  like  eating  normally,  having  regular  meals.  In  the  meantime  I  had 
correspondence  with  my  brother,  Laci,  who  lived  in  Hungary.  Their  plan  was  to  come  at 
the  end  of  August  for  a  visit.  They  wanted  to  see  the  U.S.A.  and  us.  As  a  matter  of  fact, 
he  already  had  transferred  money  "unofficially"  to  me  to  cover  their  cost  and  to  "give" 
him  an  amount  as  a  "present"  for  the  tickets.  I  had  sent  him  a  bank  check  along  with  a 
formal  invitation.  Hungary  still  was  deeply  in  communism  and  all  those  "gimmicks" 
were  necessary.  Since  we  also  had  plans  to  go  to  Israel  and  celebrate  Ethan's  Bar- 
Mitzvah,  the  problem  was  to  coordinate  all  those  activities.  So  at  first,  we  needed  to 
harmonize  Lad’s  and  his  wife’s  arrival  to  the  United  States  with  my  return  from  Israel. 
Laci  and  his  wife  were  supposed  to  be  arriving  an  evening  earlier  than  I  would  be  coming 
back.  I  made  reservation  for  them  in  a  motel  at  the  Kennedy  International  Airport.  Of 
course,  they  don't  speak  any  English  at  all,  so  I  had  to  describe  to  them  how  to  catch  the 
courtesy  van  and  to  make  it  to  the  motel.  Thus,  when  I  was  flying  to  Israel  I  drove  from 
Rochester  to  New  York  City  to  the  Kennedy  Airport  with  my  car  and  had  parked  the  car 
in  the  long  range  parking  area.  I  had  the  hope  that  the  arrangement  with  Laci  would 
work,  when  I  got  back. 

Naturally,  as  usual,  Chana  and  the  boys  already  were  in  Israel  a  few  weeks  ahead 
of  me.  We  spent  our  time  the  usual  way  with  the  added  attraction  of  Ethan's  Bar  Mitzvah 
celebration  at  the  Wailing  Wall  in  Jerusalem  and  a  trip  to  Massada.  Ethan  learned  his 
lesson  and  went  through  the  complete  ritual  at  the  Wall.  Dave,  an  orthodox  Jewish 
person  knowledgeable  of  the  Torah,  our  long  time  friend  from  the  U.S.A.,  was  teaching 
and  preparing  him.  It  was  not  difficult  to  find  a  rabbi  that  was  leading  him  through  the 
procedure.  It  also  was  not  difficult  (with  the  “help”  of  some  extra  money),  to  convince 
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the  rabbi  to  have  Ethan  read  the  earlier  weekly  section,  which  Ethan  had  learned  by 
mistake.  The  men  of  the  family  were  with  Ethan  at  the  Wall  which  is  secluded,  while  the 
women  were  at  the  other  side  of  the  fence  a  little  distance  away,  watching  over.  That  is 
the  way  the  arrangement  is  at  the  Wall  according  to  the  religious  regimentation.  It  was  a 
very  special  event.  The  Wailing  (or  Western)  Wall  is  a  very  sacred  place.  It  is  in  the  Old 
City  of  Jerusalem  reoccupied  by  the  Israeli  Army  fourteen  years  earlier.  The  wall  was 
the  only  thing  left  from  the  Second  Temple,  which  was  destroyed  by  the  Romans  in  70 
A.D.  It  was  a  traditional  and  very  nice  celebration.  Afterward,  we  had  a  good  and 
pleasant  lunch  of  eastern  food  in  an  Arabic  restaurant  for  the  whole  family  and  guests.  A 
few  days  later  we  had  the  trip  to  Massada,  the  remains  of  a  fortified  citadel.  It  is  located 
southeast  of  Jerusalem  along  the  Dead  Sea  on  a  plateau,  high  up.  It  is  a  historical  place 
where  after  three  years  of  siege  all  the  Jewish  Zealots  and  their  families  committed 
suicide  rather  than  surrender  and  be  taken  by  the  overwhelming  Roman  Legions.  It  was 
an  informative  and  interesting  visit.  We  went  along  with  the  swearing-in  of  the  modem 
Israeli  Army’s  new  recruits:  "Massada  shall  not  fall  again".  By  the  way,  two  years  later 
we  celebrated  Dani's  Bar-mitzvah  also  in  Israel.  In  contrast,  Dani  went  for  the  traditional 
religious  celebration  in  a  temple.  He  learned  his  part  in  Israel  and  it  was  held  in  the 
neighborhood’s  conventional  orthodox  temple.  My  guess  is  that  Dani  wanted  to  have  the 
more  religious  experience,  which  he  did.  It  was  also  a  very  nice  and  worthwhile 
experience  for  all  of  us.  As  usual,  it  was  within  the  regular  Saturday  service  as  an  added 
feature.  Following  the  formal  prayers  there  was  a  celebration  with  refreshments  (which 
we  provided).  It  was  before  noon,  while  later  in  the  day  we  had  a  formal  dinner  for  the 
whole  family.  It  was  in  Jaffo  in  an  Eastern  Restaurant.  All  three  sons  had  celebrated 
their  Bar-Mitzvah  in  different  ways  fitting  their  style  and  wishes.  All  worked  out  to  their 
specific  liking  and  were  gratifying. 

When  I  returned  to  the  States  from  Israel  my  flight  arrived  in  the  morning  hours. 

I  picked  up  the  car  from  the  long  range  parking  and  was  driving  to  the  specific  motel 
where  Laci  and  Jutka  were  supposed  to  stay.  Sure  enough  they  were  there  waiting  for 
me.  The  arrangement  worked  well.  They  arrived  the  night  before  and  found  the  courtesy 
van  and  the  motel  without  any  problem,  and  without  knowing  any  English.  We  drove  to 
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New  York  City  to  spend  a  few  days  there  before  driving  to  Washington,  DC.  In  New 
York  City,  I  reviewed  their  travel  plans  (which  had  to  be  reduced  by  half),  and  picked  up 
some  maps  and  trip  information  for  the  West  Coast  area.  We  visited  a  number  of  the 
tourist  places,  museums  and  other  interesting  spots.  On  the  way  to  Washington,  I  gave  an 
introduction  to  the  American  road  pattern,  the  Interstate  Highway  system  and  road  signs. 

I  introduced  McDonald’s  and  other  such  "important"  establishments.  We  also  agreed  that 
politics  would  be  off  limits  and  neither  of  us  would  try  to  "sell"  our  own  political  and 
economical  system  we  live  in.  We  decided  we  won't  try  to  convince  each  other  of  the 
goodness  of  our  countries.  Although  we  had  not  seen  each  other  for  eighteen  years,  since 
Laci  visited  in  Israel  and  was  not  married  to  Jutka  yet,  we  had  a  great  understanding  and 
found  common  ground  and  language.  We  spent  a  couple  of  days  in  Washington.  We 
saw  the  “important”  marks  every  tourist  should  visit.  I,  took  them  out  to  the  airport  to 
have  them  fly  to  the  West  Coast  and  I  drove  back  to  Rochester  to  resume  where  I  left.  In 
another  three  weeks  they  returned  from  the  west  to  spend  a  week  or  so  in  Rochester  with 
us.  Then,  a  couple  of  days  later  my  mother  was  coming  to  visit  and  to  see  them,  too. 

This  was  supposed  to  be  a  surprise  for  both  of  them.  It  was,  more  or  less.  It  was 
arranged  with  my  mother  while  I  was  in  Israel. 

To  simplify  the  situation,  and  to  avoid  embarrassment,  questions  and 
explanations,  we  decided  to  make  believe  that  everything  was  fine  between  Chana  and  I. 
We  decided  that  I  would  move  back  home  for  the  period  while  my  brother,  his  wife  and 
my  mother  were  visiting.  It  was  actually  also  a  trial  to  see  “what  if’  we  turned  the  clock 
back  like  nothing  happened.  It  did  work  while  their  visit  lasted.  We  were  busy  with 
them.  The  guests’  visit  went  well  and  everybody  had  a  pretty  good  time.  We  ourselves, 
took  a  few  days  off  for  a  little  trip.  We  traveled  to  Niagara  Falls.  We  visited  the  different 
spots  on  the  American  and  the  Canadian  side.  It  is  always  a  pleasure  to  see  the 
enormousness  of  the  water  running  through  the  great  falls.  I  enjoy  showing  it  off  and  to 
listening  to  the  excited  observations.  We  had  a  picnic  in  the  park  and  picture  taking  all 
around.  Although  it  is,  too  well  cultured  and  has  lost  completely  its  wild  pasture,  it  is 
still  impressive.  Everybody  was  impressed.  Then  we  visited  in  Toronto  and  spent  three 
days  there.  We  saw  the  tourist  attractions  and  enjoyed  our  visit.  We  spent  time  at  the  old 
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and  new  city  halls  and  the  Eaton  Center  mall,  and  so  on.  We  did  also  go  to  see  my 
father’s  old  time  friend  for  my  mother's  sake,  since  she  knew  him,  as  well.  Back  in 
Rochester,  I  gave  my  brother  a  tour  of  the  Laser  Lab  where  I  worked  at  the  time.  He  was 
impressed  seeing  the  facilities.  We  continued  getting  along  well,  agreeing  on  just  about 
everything  apart  from  our  political  differences,  which  we  continued  to  evade.  There  was 
only  one  exception.  It  was  regarding  their  rental  of  a  car  on  the  West  Coast.  Laci  had 
some  doubts  and  complaints  about  the  billing.  As  I  suggested  we  went  to  the  auto  rental 
company’s  local  office  to  check  out  the  situation.  After  he  received  satisfactory 
explanation  of  the  bill  he  showed,  Laci  expressed  his  surprise  and  commented: 

"It  is  amazing,”  he  said  “that  we  could  go  and  complain  at  all." 

"What  is  amazing  about  that?”  I  asked,  innocently. 

"In  Hungary,  you  would  not  dare  to  go  back  and  complain,”  Laci  answered  in  a 
factual  manner. 

"Why  not?  If  you  had  a  problem  with  the  bill  and  you  wanted  an  explanation 
what  else  would  you  do?”  I  inquired. 

"Nothing,  you  just  would  take  it." 

"And  then  what?  Just  feel  cheated?” 

’’The  point  is  that  the  car  rental  company  is  state  owned  just  like  all  enterprises. 
Thus  the  officials  are  employees  of  the  State  and  as  such  you  are  supposed  to  have  full 
confidence  in  them  that  they  are  doing  a  'perfect'  job.  They  neither  would  make  a 
mistake,  nor  would  they  cheat.  So,  you  could  not  ask  for  explanation.  The  truth  is  that 
they,  like  most  everybody,  do  both:  make  mistakes  and  cheat.  On  top  of  it,  there  is  only 
one  company  and  there  is  no  choice;  there  is  no  competition.  So  I  guess,  you’re  right, 
just  feel  cheated  and  probably  you  were,”  he  stated. 

The  time  came  soon  enough  to  say  good-by  and  take  them  to  the  airport.  My 
mother  stayed  another  couple  of  weeks.  My  mother,  she  was  something  else,  probably 
like  all  mothers.  She  was  quite  small  in  her  height.  At  some  point  we  were  preparing  for 
dinner  and  she  asked  whether  she  could  help. 

We  said,  “Of  course." 

"Where  are  the  dishes?”  she  asked. 
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"Up  there,”  I  pointed  toward  the  cabinet. 

"That  damn  smallness  of  mine,”  she  cried  out,  angrily,  “I  can't  reach  that  high." 

She  was  over  eighty  years  old  and  could  not  get  used  to  and  accept  being 
somewhat  small.  She  also  could  not  really  accept  some  of  our  eating  habits.  She  kept 
saying  the  only  reason  we  were  eating  salads,  raw  unpeeled  vegetables  is,  because  we 
were  simple  lazy  to  peel  and  cook  them.  She,  took  the  hamburger  meat  out  of  the  bun  to 
eat  it  separately.  She  would  not  even  try  it  together.  At  least  she  did  not  say  anything 
anymore  about  my  beard.  However,  when  I  arrived  in  Israel  she  cried  about  it. 

"Don't  you  know  I  hate  beards,”  she  said. 

"No,  I  did  not  know,”  was  my  answer. 

I  really  did  not,  but  it  would  not  make  any  difference  anyway.  Altogether  we  did 
have  a  relaxed  and  pleasant  time.  When  the  time  arrived  I  flew  with  her  to  New  York 
City  to  see  some  museums  before  putting  her  on  the  airplane.  In  the  Metropolitan 
Museum,  looking  at  the  pictures  of  the  big  European  artists  she  was  just  looking  to 
acknowledge  the  famous  artists.  It  came  to  the  end  of  her  trip.  She  flew  back  to  Israel 
and  I  back  to  Rochester. 

Back  to  our  problems  and  separation.  Now  that  all  our  guests  were  gone  I  moved 
out  again,  this  time  completely  and  permanently.  That  was  it.  It  was  time  to  reorganize 
my  life  as  a  single  person.  This  was  actually  the  first  time  in  my  whole  adult  life  that  I 
was  and  felt  like  a  single,  unattached  individual.  Although  there  were  moments  of 
feeling  lonely,  until  I  realized  that  it  was  just  being  alone.  And,  there  is  a  difference 
between  loneliness  and  being  alone.  But  overall,  the  tension  was  gone  and  I  felt  much 
more  loose;  slack.  By  the  end  of  the  year  it  became  evident  as  Chana  herself  put  it:  "It 
looks  like  our  separation  is  final."  Yes,  it  was.  She  added  that  I  was  not  the  person  to 
turn  around  and  step  back,  but  to  keep  going  ahead  and  moving  forward,  and  I  did. 
Chana  also  asked  whether  she  could  ever  get  away  from  me  completely.  My  answer  was 
no,  as  long  as  we  have  “common”,  joint  children.  Then,  of  course,  just  about  all  our 
friends  were  very  much  surprised  to  see  us  separated.  There  were  some  who  expressed 
that  they  thought  we  were  the  last  people  it  would  happen  to.  Ours  seemed  to  be  like  a 
perfect  marriage.  There  were  some  who  tried  to  convince  me  to  change  my  mind.  Some 
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friends  thought  it  was  their  obligation  to  do  so.  Most  of  the  friends  thought  they  had  to 
make  a  choice,  to  take  sides  either  to  stay  friends  with  Chana  or  with  me.  Only  a  few 
stayed  friends  with  both  of  us.  But,  as  in  later  years  Dani  commented:  “We  were 
marching  in  different  directions  and  were  getting  away  from  each  other  farther  and 
farther  apart.”  Well,  nineteen  eighty-one  was  a  tumultuous  year,  but  it  passed  and  life 
continued  to  go  on,  in  our  separate  ways,  with  the  usual  ups  and  downs. 
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9.  ON  THE  LOOSE. 


I  started  getting  used  to  my  new  single  life.  Although  it  was  not  one  hundred 
percent  being  single,  since  I  had  my  obligations  not  only  as  a  father,  but  I  also  continued 
to  take  responsibility  for  maintaining  the  house,  which  was  still  “ours”.  Actually,  as  far 
as  financial  concerns  we  never  had  problems  between  Chana  and  I.  Moneywise  we  did 
not  ever  fight  or  had  disagreements.  It  was  those  other  aspects  of  life  that  we  did  not  get 
along  about,  that  separated  us.  It,  took  some  five  years  until  we  came  to  a  formal 
separation  agreement,  and  that  was  with  the  help  of  our  lawyer  son.  It  reflected  some  of 
the  arrangements  we  had  already  arrived  at.  I  was  paying  certain  amount  for  child 
support,  alimony  and  half  of  the  home  mortgage,  taxes  and  college  tuitions,  when  the 
time  came.  No  doubt,  it  was  a  considerable  burden  on  me  and  it,  took  many  years  to 
contend  with  and  overcome  it.  Still,  I  was  comfortable  with  it  because  I  did  not  want  to 
run  away  from  my  responsibilities,  especially  associated  with  my  sons. 

I  joined  an  organization  called  Neutral  Ground,  which  had  group  meetings  and 
activities.  This  establishment  dealt  with  separated  people  of  all  ages  and  their  problems 
of  suddenly  becoming  single.  It  gave  a  chance  to  meet  people  and  to  get  acquainted  with 
new  friends  in  similar  situation.  They  had  meetings  once  or  twice  a  week,  small  group 
discussions,  dances  and  parties.  I  found  one  problem  with  the  group.  Although  it 
supposed  to  be  for  singles,  there  were  also  couples  that  were  attached  but  did  not  have 
another  place  to  go.  It  was  confusing.  Nevertheless,  I  was  going  and  participating  and  it 
did  help.  Some  members  had  been  visiting  for  years,  but  as  a  matter  of  fact  I  did  find  a 
permanent  date  after  some  six  to  eight  months.  Her  name  was  Sara. 

Sara  was  the  lady  that  at  the  end  of  our  first  date  invited  me  in  to  her  place  for  a 
cup  of  coffee,  and  . . .  she  stated  that  she  would  not  go  to  bed  with  me  on  the  first  date. 

So,  a  week  later  we  had  our  second  date,  and  ...  we  did  go  to  bed.  We  continued  our 
relationship  and  warmed  up  somewhat.  We  get  together  even  during  the  week,  when  her 
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children  stayed  with  their  father,  and  she  called  me  to  come  over.  She  had  two  children 
around  my  sons’  age.  However,  my  older  did  not  find  her  daughter  appealing. 

Regardless,  we,  all  four  of  us,  went  together  to  some  activities.  Sara  was  involved  in 
psychic  stuff  -  she  believed  in  it  -  which  was  not  so  much  to  my  liking.  She,  took 
seriously  those  spiritual  phenomena,  which  I  did  not  care  about.  She  certainly  was  not 
interested  in  any  kind  of  outdoor  activity,  such  as  hiking,  backpacking  or  the  like.  She 
was  Jewish,  somewhat  religious  and  showed  interest  in  things  related  to  Israel.  She  asked 
me  about  my  life  in  Israel,  and  wanted  to  know  more  about  my  experiences  there. 

"Tell  me  about  the  kibbutz,  what  it  was  like.  I  have  heard  about  it,  but  I  never 
met  someone  before  who  actually  lived  in  one  and  has  had  first  hand  experience,”  Sara 
insisted  at  one  point. 

"What  do  you  want  to  hear  about  it?”  I  inquired. 

"Well,  how  big  it  was,  how  many  were  there,  what  was  it  based  on,  what  was  life 
like  in  it.  Did  you  like  being  in  the  kibbutz?  Or  rather,  since  you  ended  up  leaving  why 
did  you  leave  and  what  did  you  not  like  about  it?”  she  was  posing  all  those  questions. 

"Of  course,  there  are  studies  and  books  could  be  and  are  written  on  the  kibbutz. 
However,  HI  try  to  answer  your  questions  in  short,”  I  answered. 

"I  am  listening,”  she  responded. 

As  we  were  relaxing  in  chaise  lounges  and  sunbathing  in  the  backyard  next  to  her 
house,  I  started  to  tell  her  about  my  experiences  and  opinion  on  the  kibbutz: 

"The  main  reason  I  joined  the  kibbutz  was  because  it  was  a  communal  type  of 
living  and  it  came  the  closest  to  a  society  of  the  socialist  ideology.  For  me  the  Zionist 
idea  of  an  independent  Jewish  state  and  living  in  such  a  community  were  connected  and 
belonged  to  each  other.  When  I  came  to  the  new  Israel  in  1949,  just  a  year  and  a  half 
after  the  establishment  of  the  state,  and  a  half  a  year  after  the  second  armistice  following 
the  victorious  independence  war,  I  could  not  imagine  one  without  the  other.” 

“What  you  are  saying  is,”  she  interrupted,  “that  without  going  to  a  kibbutz  you 
would  not  have  emigrated  to  Israel.  Is  that  is  the  case?” 
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“I  do  not  really  know.  I  never  thought  about  it,  since  in  the  Zionist  movement  in 
Hungary  it  was  always  presented  together.  However,  I  wanted  to  leave  Hungary  anyway 
and  I  burned  my  bridges  and  could  not  return.  This  option  did  not  ever  come  up,”  I 
answered. 

“So,  what  was  this  communal  living,  which  was  the  essence  of  the  kibbutz?  Do  I 
understand  correctly?” 

“You  are  right,  the  kibbutzim  were  based  on  being  communal.  In  other  words 
you  had  to  be  a  member  to  live  in  a  kibbutz,  and  between  the  members  there  was  no 
private  property.  The  only  things  you  could  own  were  your  very  personal  belongings  and 
your  personal  clothing.  (Although  there  were  some  kibbutzim  where  even  the  clothes  did 
not  belong  to  the  individual,  but  were  distributed  by  size.)  There  is  no  salary  or  pay  for 
your  work  or  services.  There  is  no  money  exchanged  between  the  kibbutz  and  you,  or 
between  the  members  of  the  kibbutz.  At  least  theoretically,  everything  the  kibbutz  owns: 
the  land,  the  machinery,  the  buildings,  equipment,  etc.,  are  owned  by  all  the  members  of 
the  specific  kibbutz.  The  kibbutz  provided  you  the  place  were  you  lived,  which  was 
normally  a  small  room  if  you  were  a  couple  or  a  bed  with  part  of  the  room  if  you  were 
single.  You  were  eating  in  the  cafeteria.  The  cooking  and  dish  washing  was  done  by  the 
members  that  were  assigned,  as  their  job.  However  there  were  duties  that  were  done  by 
turn,  as  an  extra.  That  reminds  me  of  the  young  single  guy  who  was  vegetarian,  and 
always  complained  about  the  very  small  amount  of  meat  pieces  put  in,  for  example,  in  the 
rice.  He  said  it  was  enough  for  him  that  he  could  not  eat  it,  but  was,  too  little  for 
everybody  else  even  to  notice  it.  We  were  getting  our  new  clothes  and  small  supplies 
like,  toothpaste,  etc.  from  a  central  warehouse.  The  concept  was,  'you  put  in  per  your 
ability,  and  get  out  per  your  needs.'  Well,  it  sounded  good,  but  there  were  problems  at 
both  ends.  Reality  was  different  from  what  the  concept  advocated.  The  imminent 
question  was  how  is  it  determined  what  is  someone's  ability,  and  what  someone's  needs 
are.  What  about  the  individual  taste  and  style?  There  was  no  room  for  it.  What  about 
the  type  of  work  you  would  like  to  do?  You  had  to  work  at  what  you  were  assigned  to. 
However,  there  were  some  old  timers  who  were  privileged  and  they  had  their  jobs  that 
they  wanted  and  liked.  In  my  case,  I  wanted  to  be  a  tractor  driver  and  it,  took  me  over 
three  years  to  become  one.  Of  course,  three  years  of  waiting  is  not  that  serious,  but  there 
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might  be  cases  of  waiting  forever.  How  about  an  artist.  Just  for  instance,  my  brother-in- 
law,  who  had  three  years  of  civil  engineering  studies  already  completed.  He  wanted  to 
finish  the  fourth  year.  So,  he  asked  the  kibbutz  for  approval.  It  was  denied.  He  had  to 
formally  leave  the  kibbutz  in  order  to  finish  his  degree,  which  he  did.  This  was  a  crucial 
point:  your  life  and  career  depended  on  the  kibbutz,  or  rather  the  management  of  the 
kibbutz.  ‘They’  decided  on  your  present  and  future,  and  on  many  details  of  your  life.” 

“You  said  ‘they’.  Who  were  the  they?”  she  asked. 

“The  governing  of  the  kibbutz  was  based  on  democratic  rules,”  I  continued. 
“There  were  weekly  assemblies  of  all  the  members,  or  at  least  the  interested  members,  to 
discuss  subject  matters  of  policies  and  ‘more  important’  or  ‘major’  items.  Once  a  year 
we  chose  a  management,  a  group  of  functionaries  that  directed  the  everyday  life  and 
made  the  ‘small’  decisions.  The  tasks  varied  between  daily  work  schedules,  to  what  to 
build,  what  kind  of  machinery  to  buy  and  so  on,  the  many  aspects  of  the  life  of  some  150 
members,  some  1 0-20  candidates,  some  seniors  and  of  course  the  nice  number  of 
children.  But,  in  fact,  the  real  decisions  were  made  in  the  private  rooms  within  the 
members  of  the  'ruling'  circle.  I  give  you  an  example,  which  I  remember  vividly.  We 
spent  two  or  three  meetings  of  the  assembly  to  discuss  the  issue  of  the  cabinets.  The 
question  was  whether  the  two  vertical  side  comers  were  to  be  made  square  or  rounded. 
There  was  a  new  batch  of  cabinets  that  were  scheduled  to  be  manufactured  in  the  kibbutz 
woodworking  shop.  It  was  for  the  next  group  of  members.  The  point  was  that  all  the 
most  senior  members  needs  were  satisfied:  they  received  the  cabinets  with  the  rounded 
comers.  Now  it  came  to  the  turn  of  a  following  group,  which  consisted  of  newer 
members.  In  order  to  save  some  money  (and  we  are  talking  about  peanuts),  the  decision 
was  made  'somewhere'  to  have  the  new  batch  made  with  square  comers.  It  was 
somewhat  less  attractive.  All  the  objections  of  the  assembly  did  not  matter,  the  cabinets 
were  made  with  the  square  comers.  At  the  final  analysis,  it  was  a  society  with  classes, 
with  privileges,  with  individual  interests  put  over  the  interest  of  the  whole  in  some  cases. 
All  members  were  not  treated  equally,  and  it  mattered  which  social  circle,  or  group  of 
people  you  belonged  to.  There  was  hustle  and  bustle  for  just  about  everything.  The 
human  nature  was  coming  across  loud  and  clear,  if  you  just  listened  a  little.” 
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“I  had  the  impression  that  the  kibbutz  had  some  special  and  excellent  arrangement 
for  the  children.  Is  it  true,  or  once  again  just  a  myth  and  not  for  real?”  Sara  was 
inquiring. 

“You  are  on  the  ball,  we  should  not  forget  to  discuss  the  children  and  the 
kibbutz,”  I  responded.  “It  was  a  unique  system  promising  a  lot.  It  seemed  to  be  a  great 
idea,  but  for  some  reason  delivering  even  less  than  in  other  areas.  There  were  specialized 
children’s  houses  for  a  number  of  age  groups.  All  the  children  of  the  kibbutz  lived  and 
slept  in  those  children’s  houses.  Those  houses  were  well  staffed  and  well  equipped.  The 
staff  were  professional  and  dedicated  people.  There  was  a  nursery  for  the  toddlers,  and 
then  kindergarten  for  the  older  children,  and  so  on.  The  school  age  children  were  taken 
and  driven  to  regional  schools,  but  still  stayed  in  the  children’s  house.  The  parents  could 
and  were  expected  to  take  out  their  children  and  spend  time  with  them  in  the  off-work 
time,  normally  in  the  late  afternoon.  Depending  on  their  age  it  was  around  two  to  five 
hours.  Those  were  committed  times  spent  at  the  parents’  home  potentially  with  their 
friends.  At  dinner  time  the  younger  children  were  taken  to  their  respective  children’s 
houses,  while  the  older  ones  stayed  with  their  parents  to  have  dinner  with  them  in  the 
regular  cafeteria.  Actually,  the  system  worked  pretty  smoothly.  There  was  a  particular 
evening  hour  depending  on  their  age  (once  again),  when  the  kids  had  to  be  brought  back 
to  their  respective  quarters  and  were  put,  or  let  go,  to  bed.  It  certainly  was  a  convenient 
entity.  You  could  be  sure  your  kids  were  taken  care  of,  were  in  safe  environment  and 
you  had  your  time  with  them.  However,  still,  there  were  some  missing  elements.  Beside 
some  small  pettiness,  educational  disagreements  and  lack  of  control  over  how  to  raise 
your  own  kid  were  the  key  issues  of  doubt  and  difficulty.  There  was  some  lack  of 
closeness  and  warmth.  In  short,  the  experiment  failed  and  to  the  best  of  my  knowledge 
the  system  has  changed  drastically  since  we  left  the  kibbutz.” 

“I  can  visualize  why  you  left  since  you  already  implied  some  criticism.  How  long 
did  it  take  you  and  under  what  circumstances  did  you  actually  leave  the  kibbutz?”  she 
asked. 
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“In  a  few  weeks  after  we  arrived  in  the  Kibbutz  we  found  out  that  Chana  was 
pregnant.  She  had  to  take  it  easy,  and  so  she  received  light  work  assignment.  She 
worked  in  the  clothing  depot  repairing  and  sewing.  About  four  months  later  it  was  our 
turn  to  move  to  the  new  and  permanent  location  of  the  kibbutz.  It  was  a  good  change,  an 
improvement,  although  we  got  a  very  small  room  as  our  permanent  residence.  It  was 
June  30th,  1950,  when  our  first  son,  Gaby,  was  bom.  We  did  not  have  to  worry  about 
how  to  support  and  where  to  place  him.  The  kibbutz,  took  care  of  everything.  The 
kibbutz  provided  fully  anywhere  from  the  hospital  cost  to  the  economics  and  the 
practicality  of  the  childcare.  Gaby  was  put,  of  course,  in  the  baby  nursery.  Of  course, 
Chana  went  in  to  nurse  him  as  many  times  as  it  was  necessary.  Gaby  was  just  over  three 
years  old  when  we  left  the  Kibbutz.  We  came  to  the  decision  to  leave  after  the  social  and 
economical  particulars  and  the  factors  related  to  the  children  rearing  convinced  us  the 
Kibbutz  lifestyle  was  not  for  us.  It  does  not  live  up  to  what  it  promised  to  be,  due  to  the 
characteristics  of  human  nature.  If  we  had  to  struggle  for  getting  out  of  life  anything 
more  than  convenience,  and  security,  we  might  as  well  go  and  establish  our  life  outside 
the  frame  of  the  kibbutz.  We  would  struggle,  but  we  would  make  it  and  do  better, 
achieve  more  under  our  own  control  and  will.  So,  after  just  a  little  more  than  four  years, 
we  notified  and  left  the  kibbutz.  They  provided  us  with  100  Israeli  pounds  (about  $  25) 
which  was  our  ‘share  of  ownership,’  and  transportation  to  the  location  of  our  choice.  It 
was  to  a  privately  owned  farm  some  60  miles  south  of  Tel  Aviv.  That  is  where  I  got  my 
brand  new  ‘real’  job  as  a  tractor  driver,  with  fairly  decent  pay.  We  lived  on  the  remote 
farm  in  a  tiny  apartment.  We  had  one  very  small  room  for  the  three  of  us,  a  very  small 
kitchen  with  an  ice  box,  and  a  common  bathroom  with  occasional  hot  water  shower.  We, 
all  together,  were  one  of  three  families.  But,  there  were  no  other  children  than  Gaby.  So 
he  was  all  by  himself  without  his  friends  and  companions  for  good  or  bad.  After  some 
months  went  by  and  we  were  fairly  well  organized,  we  asked  him  whether  he  was 
missing  his  friends  from  the  kibbutz.  He  said  yes,  he  did.  We,  then,  asked  him  whether 
he  wanted  to  go  back  and  live  in  the  kibbutz.  After  giving  it  some  thought  his  reply  was: 
'yes,  but,  only  if  he  could  continue  to  stay  and  sleep  with  us,  the  parents.'  Maybe  it  was 
the  question  of  safety,  feeling  more  secure  sleeping  with  the  parents  rather  than  with  all 
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the  children.  Maybe  that  is  what  he  had  inside  his  unconscious  mind,  and  that  was  the 
key.  I  guess,  that  speaks  to  itself  quite  clearly.” 

“I  guess  yes,  it  does,”  -  she  answered.  -  “Thank  you  for  your  explanation,  I  know 
much  more  about  the  kibbutz  now,  than  I  knew  before.” 

Then,  after  a  little  while  I  cooked  the  hamburgers  on  the  grill  and  we  had  supper. 
It  was  a  nice  day. 

However,  in  a  few  weeks  our  relationship  turned  negative  and  it  was  downhill 
from  there  on.  There  was  really  very  little  understanding  and  common  interest  between 
us.  As  our  relation  faltered,  at  the  same  time  my  work  situation  had  problems  and  there 
was  a  general  layoff  at  the  Laser  Lab  where  I  worked.  It  hit  me  as  well.  Sara  did  not 
provide  support  and  it  did  not  make  any  sense  to  push  the  issue.  So,  we  just  said  good-by 
to  each  other. 
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10.  MOVING  TOGETHER  WITH  ELLEN. 


After  some  deliberation  between  Ellen  and  myself,  asking  each  other  whether 
living  together  would  be  a  good  idea,  and  would  it  work.  We  decided  that  it  certainly 
would.  We  could  not  see  why  it  should  not  work  out.  We  already  were  attached,  girl  and 
boy  friends,  for  close  to  four  years.  It  seemed  that  we  were  getting  along  very  well.  We 
liked  and  cared  about  each  other.  And,  we  had  a  great  sex  life.  Although  I  lived  at  that 
time  already  in  Elmira,  and  she  lived  in  Rochester,  which  was  less  than  a  couple  of  hours 
drive,  we  saw  each  other  just  about  every  weekend.  Most  of  the  time  I  drove  up  to 
Rochester  and  stayed  with  her  for  the  weekend.  So,  we  felt  it  was  time  to  move  in 
together.  At  this  particular  period  of  time,  like  many  other  times,  she  wanted  to  change 
her  job.  She  was  an  occupational  therapist  and  worked  for  an  educational  institution  for 
the  physically  disadvantaged.  She  had  worked  there  for  three  years  and  for  one  reason  or 
another  was  not  happy.  Ellen  decided  that  it  was  time  to  start  looking  for  another 
position,  somewhere  else.  So,  it  might  as  well  be  where  I  lived,  in  Elmira.  Sure  enough, 
there  was  an  opening  in  the  hospital  right  there,  just  five  minutes  from  where  I  worked. 
She  applied  for  and  got  the  position.  She  was  to  start  her  new  job  on  the  first  of 
September,  1986. 

Hence,  for  starter,  she  gave  up  her  apartment  in  Rochester  and  moved  in  with  me 
in  late  August.  We  decided  to  look  for  a  new  and  larger  place  once  she  moved  down. 

My  place  was  just,  too  small  for  the  two  of  us.  We  hit  the  pavement  and  started  looking 
for  apartments  pursuing  the  ads  in  the  paper.  It  ended  up  to  be  a  much  more  difficult  task 
than  I  had  anticipated.  It  seemed  that  whatever  we  looked  at,  there  was  something  wrong 
with  it.  One  had,  too  much  grass  around  and  she  had  allergies,  the  other  was  on  the 
wrong  side  of  the  town,  or,  too  far,  (when  actually  nothing  could  be,  too  far  since  Elmira 
is  a  small,  a  very  small  town).  The  apartments  that  we  saw  were  either,  too  big,  or,  too 
small,  or,  too  expensive,  or  whatever.  Then,  finally,  just  as  I  was  ready  to  give  up,  we 
saw  one  in  the  middle  of  the  town  that  she  decided  on.  What  did  bother  me  was  that  it 
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was  not  a  mutual  decision.  It  was  just  that  I  got  tired  of  running  around  and  around  and 
arguing  about  it.  As  we  were  still  looking  at  the  place  hesitantly,  she  started  measuring 
the  size  of  the  windows  for  the  curtains. 

Thereupon,  we  signed  the  agreement.  I  have  to  admit,  although  it  was  somewhat 
small  and  cramped,  it  turned  out  to  be  not  a  bad  place.  It  was  an  adequate,  economical, 
and  fairly  decent  apartment.  It  had  a  good  location  and  was  fitting  us  pretty  well.  It  had 
a  large  kitchen,  good  sized  living  room,  dining  room  and  a  bed  room.  It  was  oldish,  and 
not  in  the  best  shape,  but  everything  was  functional.  Now,  it  was  time  to  pack  and  clean. 
Cleaning  the  new  place  caused  our  first  real  clash.  Ellen  seemed  to  be  getting  in  a  frenzy, 
with  no  patience  and  no  cooperation.  She  was  rushing  to  rent  and  pick  up  a  so  called 
steamer,  which  she  did  not  know  how  to  handle.  When  I  arrived  to  the  place  an  hour 
later,  whatever  happened,  she  was  steaming  and  shouting: 

"What  a  lousy  machine." 

"Why,  what's  wrong  with  it?”  I  asked  calmly. 

"It  just  does  not  work." 

"But,  there  must  be  a  reason  why  it  does  not  work.” 

"Because  this  is  a  lousy  machine.” 

"Well,  what  is  it  that  does  not  work?”  I  tried  to  inquire. 

"Everything  is  just  wrong  with  it,”  was  the  answer. 

I,  took  a  look,  and  found  that  it  was  just  not  connected  correctly.  I  changed  the 
connections  and  sure  enough  it  was  operating  perfectly.  There  was  nothing  really  wrong 
with  the  machine.  I  ended  up  finishing  the  cleaning  of  the  rugs  with  the  machine,  with  no 
problem  at  all.  Forthwith,  we  got  into  heavy  duty  arguments  one  after  the  other.  The 
moving  became  a  hassle,  a  constant  battle.  But,  somehow,  we  did  get  through  it.  The 
furniture  was  in  place,  and  most  of  the  items  found  their  location  and  got  organized.  I 
finished  building  a  large  cabinet  for  our  clothes  and  they  were  hanging  and  laid  on  the 
shelves.  I  figured  and  hoped  that  maybe,  once  our  moving  was  completed,  our  state  of 
affairs  would  calm  down.  I  thought  that  once  we  were  fairly  well  established  we  would 
live  in  peace,  understanding  and  cooperation.  We  would  be  back  to  the  kind  of 
relationship  we  had  until  recently  in  our  four  years  of  being  a  couple.  We  would  be  like 
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when  we  were  "only"  a  couple,  boy  and  girl  friends  without  actually  living  together.  I 
imagined  it  would  be  much  more  spontaneous,  outgoing,  enjoying  ourselves  and  each 
other.  But  this  just  never  happened.  Toward  the  end  of  all  the  arrangements,  I  suggested 
it  was  time  we  should  hang  up  all  of  our  pictures.  After  a  week  or  so  she  said  that  we 
should  divide  the  walls:  some  for  my  pictures  and  some  for  hers.  I  was  puzzled,  that  was 
not  what  I  had  on  my  mind,  but  I  did  not  fight  it.  In  a  few  days  I  had  my  pictures  hanging 
on  my  parts  of  the  walls.  Her  parts  of  the  walls  stayed  bare  and  her  pictures  were  never 
hung  until  the  very  end. 

Ellen  and  I  met  for  the  first  time  on  my  first  backpacking  trip  with  the  Adirondack 
Mountain  Club’s  Rochester  chapter.  During  this  outing  we  got  somewhat  acquainted.  I 
gave  her  a  helping  hand  to  put  her  backpack  on  a  number  of  times.  It  was  a  weekend  trip 
to  the  Allegheny  National  Forest  in  north-central  Pennsylvania.  It  was  summer,  fairly 
warm  and  sunny,  interrupted  with  a  brief  shower.  A  small  group  of  some  nine  or  ten 
people  participated.  I  had  my  camera  with  me  and,  took  some  slides  of  the  place  and  the 
people.  It  was  a  pleasant  hike.  At  the  end  of  the  trip  Ellen  asked  whether  she  could  see 
some  of  the  pictures.  I  promised  to  send  her  some,  provided  they  were  any  good.  I  had 
just  joined  the  Club,  and  I  liked  it.  It  did  enthuse  me.  I  also  happened  to  have  a  girl 
friend,  Sara,  though  in  the  coming  months  we  would  broken  up. 

In  the  coming  months  I  also  lost  my  job  at  the  Laser  Lab  of  the  University  of 
Rochester.  This  was  bad,  really  bad.  I  liked  that  workplace  very  much.  It  was  a  good 
job,  and  interesting.  I  had  been  responsible  for  a  small  department,  which  was  designing, 
building  and  implementing  instruments  for  the  laser  experiments.  There  was  a  one-third 
cutback  of  funds  and  people,  and  my  department  was  eliminated.  I  started  my  search  for 
a  new  job  right  away.  However,  after  many  interviews  there  were  still  no  jobs.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  there  were  more  interviews  at  the  beginning  and  they  became  sparse  as 
time  went  by.  These  were  the  months  of  the  Reagan  era  recessions.  In  the  meantime,  it 
was  September  when  I  got  a  letter  from  Ellen  thanking  me  for  the  pictures  made  from  the 
slides  I  sent  her.  She  wrote  that  she  would  enjoy  seeing  the  rest  of  the  slides  if  I  wanted 
to  show  her.  I  called  her  up  and  invited  her  for  dinner  and  to  see  the  slides.  She  came 
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over  and  we  had  a  nice  dinner,  she  saw  my  slides,  and  she  stayed  over  for  the  night.  She 
came  again  the  following  week,  and  then  pretty  soon  for  the  weekends.  It  was  becoming 
a  routine.  At  this  time  Ellen  was  living  and  working  some  25-30  miles  east  of  Rochester, 
in  Newark,  a  small  town.  Ellen  was  over  ten  years  younger  than  I  was.  She  was  a  “girl 
from  California”,  but  she  liked  the  East  better  because  of  the  seasons  and  the  green.  I 
continued  to  be  busy  looking  for  a  new  job.  I  had  my  resume  updated  again  and  got  a 
new  suit,  colored  my  newly  grown  beard,  all  for  the  interviews.  I  searched  my  personal 
connections.  I  screened  the  newspaper  advertisements.  I  was  writing  cover  letters  and 
“thank  you”  notes.  I  mailed  lots  of  resumes  and  used  the  employment  agencies  as  well. 
During  the  same  period,  part  time,  twice  a  week,  I  also  was  teaching  a  college  course  in 
Physics.  It  was  the  time  of  the  early  eighties  recession  and  there  was  substantial 
unemployment.  With  all  the  effort  I  put  in,  the  task  of  finding  new  employment  lasted 
until  April  of  the  following  year.  That  is  when  I  moved  down  to  Elmira  where  the  new 
job  was.  In  the  meantime,  my  relationship  with  Ellen  grew.  We  became  closer  and  got 
to  be  a  couple.  It,  took  some  time  until  Ellen  settled  in  and  gave  up  on  her  other  potential 
suitors.  But,  by  this  time  she  did  and  it  turned  out  to  be  a  good  relationship  between  us. 

Of  course,  my  children  were  also  involved  in  our  affair  to  some  degree.  At  this 
time  the  two  younger  sons  were  15  and  13,  while  the  older  son  (who  lived  in  a  Tel  Aviv 
suburb)  was  already  32.  Of  course,  the  two  younger  sons  still  lived  at  home  with  their 
mother.  But,  the  point  was  that  my  leaving  home  and  separating  from  Chana  did  not 
mean  separation  from  my  sons.  Although  physically  I  was  away  from  them  most  of  the 
time,  I  felt  attached  to  them  just  the  same.  I  wanted  to  make  sure  that  they  continued  to 
feel  attached  to  me  as  well.  While  I  was  still  living  in  Rochester  I  saw  them  almost  daily. 
I  helped  them  in  with  their  school  work  when  needed,  and  I  participated  in  their  school 
activities.  I,  took  them  and/or  picked  them  up  from  their  karate,  or  other  activities.  From 
time  to  time  I  was  their  “taxi  driver”  transporting  them  from  home  to  places  (and  back), 
just  like  any  other  parent  of  a  teenager.  Sundays,  I  had  them  over  to  my  place  and  we 
had  pizza,  or  we  went  out  to  eat.  That  is  when  Ellen  became  part  of  the  picture.  She  was 
another  member  of  that  team,  since  she  was  with  me  at  that  time.  Going  to  Chucky 
Cheese  was  one  of  our  favorite  places  we  used  to  go.  While  we  were  waiting  for  the 
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pizza,  the  boys  had  their  video  games  to  be  busy  with.  Of  course,  there  were  some 
conflicts,  some  natural  resentments  coming  from  the  boys.  They  were,  at  some  point, 
making  fun  of  her.  I  needed  to  step  in  and  to  make  clear  that  this  was  not  acceptable.  I 
told  them  that  since  she  was  my  friend  I  expected  certain  respect,  just  like  I  expressed 
certain  respect  toward  their  friends.  That  settled  it,  and  even  if  they  did  not  necessarily 
like  her,  at  the  least  they  showed  respect  toward  her. 

Then,  when  I  moved  down  to  Elmira  some  changes  had  to  happen.  Our  physical 
togetherness  had  to  be  concentrated  on  the  weekends.  The  routine  became  that  I  did 
spend  some  time  with  the  boys  during  the  weekend  while  I  drove  up  and  was  visiting 
Ellen.  Sometimes  I  left  Ellen  and  spent  time  with  them,  some  other  times  we  all  went 
together,  like  to  the  movies  and  to  eat.  It  actually  worked  out  pretty  well.  It  was  quite 
convenient,  especially  when,  in  a  few  months  Ellen  changed  her  job  and  moved  from 
Newark  to  Rochester  itself.  She  rented  an  apartment  less  than  ten  minutes  from  where 
the  boys  lived.  It  was  easy  to  pick  them  up,  spend  also  some  time  with  them  and  drop 
them  off  before  driving  back  to  Elmira  at  the  end  of  the  weekend.  The  bottom  line  was 
that  I  was  seldom  spending  the  whole  weekend  just  with  Ellen.  It  was  also  true  that  in  all 
this  period  it  was  easy  to  get  along  with  her;  she  was  agreeable  with  whatever  we  wanted 
to  do  or  whichever  movie  we  were  selecting.  The  arrangement  worked  out  real  well. 

That  did  not  mean  that  there  were  no  problems  with  the  two  boys,  Ethan  and 
Dani,  as  a  result  of  our  separation.  They  were  in  the  sensitive  age  of  being  teenagers, 
when  it  happened.  There  was  anger  on  their  part,  and  I  have  to  say  lots  of  anger  toward 
me.  It  was  understandable.  I  was  the  one  that  had  left  the  home  and  moved  away.  They 
stayed  under  the  constant  influence  of  Chana,  their  mother,  my  former  wife.  Chana  never 
reconciled  with  the  idea  that  our  separation  was  a  fifty-fifty  proposition.  In  her  thinking, 
which  she  never  changed,  I  alone  was  responsible  for  our  problems,  one  hundred  percent. 
She  had  her  image  of  how  a  “good  husband”  should  behave,  and  I  did  not  fully  fit  that 
mold.  That  she  had  any  part  in  the  situation  never  came  to  her  mind.  The  kids  were  under 
her  domination.  That  is  not  to  put  any  blame  on  her,  necessarily.  This  was  the  normal 
course  of  the  matter.  Actually,  as  a  result  we  ended  up  going  to  therapy.  Probably  both. 


125 


the  time  and  the  therapy,  along  with  our  own  behavior  helped  clear  the  air,  and  the 
situation  settled.  We  came  to  a  certain  routine  and  it  continued  on  for  some  time,  close  to 
four  years.  In  the  meantime  Ethan  started  college,  going  to  the  University  of  Chicago 
and  Dani  was  just  about  to  start  at  S.U.N.Y.  Purchase.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  drove  Ethan 
to  Chicago  to  start  out,  and  we  visited  him  with  Dani  a  year-and-a-half  later.  Then  I,  took 
Dani  to  Purchase  for  his  interview.  During  this  time  we  had  a  pretty  good  life  with  Ellen. 
We  traveled  to  Toronto  a  couple  of  times,  we,  took  vacation  in  the  Adirondacks 
canoeing,  we  traveled  to  Albany  to  visit  her  friends  a  number  of  times,  and  so  on.  She 
visited  her  mother  number  of  times  in  Los  Angeles.  Ellen  was  a  an  only  child.  At  some 
point  she  informed  me  that  she  had  gotten  involved  with  another  man.  She  said  that  she 
was  lonely  during  the  week  and  he  approached  her.  It  turned  into  a  full  fledged  affair  and 
she  with  the  man,  even,  took  a  long  weekend  trip  to  Toronto.  I  still  continued  to  see  her 
on  the  weekends,  but  it  did  start  bothering  me.  I  guess  to  counterbalance  the  situation  I 
mentioned  about  potentially  getting  married.  Finally,  I  asked  her  to  make  a  choice, 
sometime  soon:  him  or  me.  She  choose  me  and  we  stayed  together.  However,  in  the 
summer,  just  before  the  moving  in  together  idea  came  up,  we  had  a  disastrous  vacation 
together.  I  planned  it,  and  planned  it  well.  We,  took  off  to  Canada,  to  Algonquin 
National  Park  north  of  Toronto,  and  camped.  But,  not  only  the  weather  was  not  so  good, 
nothing  was  good.  We  were  arguing  and  fighting  all  along.  It  was  a  horrendous  vacation 
which  should  have  given  us  a  clue  that  there  might  be  some  problems.  But  we  ignored 
the  sign. 


After  we  moved  in  together,  Ellen  and  I  continued  to  struggle  to  build  a  life  to 
live  together.  It  did  not  go  very  well  right  from  the  beginning.  The  problems  continued 
past  the  moving  and  settling  in  at  our  newly  rented  apartment.  For  example,  at  the  end  of 
the  first  month  she  offered  that  it  was  time  to  be  her  turn  to  wash  the  dishes.  And,  it  was. 
So  she  did,  up  to  half  way  when  she  suddenly  stopped  and  announced: 

"This  is  no  good." 

"What  is  no  good?”  I  asked  her,  surprised. 

"That  I  am  washing  the  dishes  without  any  prior  arrangement,”  she  answered. 


126 


"Well,  first,  you  offered  after  I  was  doing  it  for  almost  a  month  now.  Second,  I 
cooked.  Third,  it  is  not  a  big  deal.  There  are  only  a  few  dishes  and  items  anyway,”  I 
responded. 

"What  we  needed  is  to  sit  down  and  write  an  exact  written  schedule  of  who  does 
what  and  when,”  she  continued. 

"No  way,”  I  objected  and  added,  “it  should  just  occur  spontaneously.  Whoever 
feels  that  it  is  his  or  her  turn  should  just  do  it.  I  won't  have  a  relationship  governed  by  a 
series  of  rigid  agreements  instead  of  trust  for  sharing  the  load." 

She  became  over  occupied  quickly  with  her  job  problems.  Ellen  seemed  to  be 
having  difficulties  with  her  coworkers.  I  would  hear  about  it  from  the  minute  I  saw  her 
until  we  went  to  bed.  This  was  the  constant  subject  of  our  conversations.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  there  was  not  even  conversation.  She  did  not  really  discuss  her  disputes,  she  just 
wanted  to  tell  about  them.  At  one  point,  she  wanted  to  complain  to  the  director  of  the 
personnel  department  about  her  "mistreatment"  by  her  superior.  I  tried  to  caution  her  that 
she  needed  more  proof  and  facts;  specifically,  that  she  was  new  on  the  job.  She  got 
irritated.  She  did  not  care  about  my  opinion.  She  just  used  me  as  a  sounding  board. 
There  was  a  new  story  about  it  every  day,  month  after  month.  Who  did  what  and  how 
she  got  always  the  short  end  of  the  stick.  Of  course,  I  got  tired  of  it  but  nothing  seemed 
to  be  helping  or  changing  the  situation. 

There  were  a  number  of  adverse  episodes  that  piled  up  as  time  progressed.  At 
Ellen's  suggestion,  we  were  driving  up  to  Rochester  in  two  cars  to  visit  friends  (instead  of 
going  together  in  one  of  the  cars).  She  wanted  to  have  independence  while  we  visited. 
When  I  arrived  at  the  friends,  there  was  a  phone  call  asking  us  to  come  and  pick  her  up 
more  than  halfway  back.  It  was  unfortunate  that  on  the  way  up  her  car,  which  was  an  old 
clunker,  broke  down  and  hit  the  dust.  She  had  to  abandon  it.  She  sold  it  for  fifty  dollars 
to  a  mechanic  at  a  service  station  along  the  road.  A  more  serious  thing  was  the  decision 
that  we  would  not  regularly  sleep  together.  She  complained  that  I  was  bothering  her 
during  the  night,  which  I  knew  nothing  about  it.  She  started  pinching  me  and  waking  me 
up  while  I  was  asleep.  She  did  that  more  and  more  often,  like  every  night,  until  we  came 
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to  a  resolution.  I  regularly  went  to  sleep  on  the  couch  (opened  up  as  a  bed)  in  the  living 
room.  That  settled  the  issue,  but  it  also  settled  our  relationship.  Our  sex  life  was  not  as 
close  and  as  good  as  it  used  to  be  before  we  moved  in  together.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it 
became  less  and  less  as  time  went  by.  It  became  evident  more  and  more,  that  living 
together  was  not  such  a  good  idea.  It  did  not  work  very  well.  However,  I  decided  to  wait 
and  try  for  a  year  at  least.  Maybe  we  needed  some  time  to  get  used  to  each  other  and 
really  share  our  lives. 

Her  hypochondriac  tendencies  were  reappearing,  when  one  day  she  asked  me: 

"Did  you  ever  have  a  tingling  in  your  hand?" 

"Yes,  I  did,”  I  said. 

"Then,  what  did  you  do?" 

"Nothing." 

"Then,  what  happened?" 

"Just  went  away." 

"Without  doing  anything?" 

"Yes,  it  stopped  tingling  by  itself." 

"How  long  did  it  last?" 

"It  varied,  but  anywhere  between  five  minutes  to  maybe  a  half  an  hour." 

"And,  you  never  did  anything  about  it?”  She  continued  inquiring. 

"That's  correct,  I  never  did  anything  about  it,”  I  answered.  uWhy,  you  are  having 
some  tingling?”  I  asked  her. 

"Oh,  yes.  Some,”  she  responded. 

Then  in  about  a  week,  she  asked  again  if  I  had  ever  had  any  tingling  in  my  hand. 
We  went  through  the  same  question/answer  period.  It  happened  three  to  four  more  times 
just  the  same.  In  the  meantime,  she  did  go  to  see  a  doctor  who  said  it  was  nothing  serious 
to  worry  about.  So,  she  went  to  see  another  doctor,  and  a  third  one  who  did  come  up  with 
a  diagnosis.  It  was  that  she  had  carpal  tunnel.  It  seemed  to  be  making  her  happy  and 
Ellen  started  wearing  a  sling;  first  occasionally,  and  then  most  of  the  time.  Pretty  soon, 
she  wore  one  on  both  arms  (and  hands). 

"You  know,  it  is  your  fault,”  she  said  one  day,  when  wearing  the  slings. 
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"What  is  my  fault?”  I  asked. 

"That  I  have  to  wear  these  slings,”  she  answered. 

"How  is  it  my  fault?”  - 1  questioned. 

"Because  I  asked  you  whether  you  had  ever  had  any  tingling  in  your  hand  ...” 

"And ...?" 

"And  you  said  yes  ...,”  she  said,  and  waited. 

"So...?”  I  asked. 

"And  you  said  that  you  did  not  do  anything  about  it,”  she  answered. 

"Yes,  that  is  what  I  said  and  that  is  what  was  the  case,”  I  restated.  “How  does  it 
make  me  at  fault?”  I  asked  again. 

"Well,  if  you  had  not  said  that  I  would  have  reacted  faster.  Then,  I  would  not 
need  these  slings,”  she  said. 

"What  you  are  talking  about  ?”  I  started  to  be  angry.  “What  does  your  case  have 
to  do  with  mine?  Not  long  after  talking  about  that  you  went  to  the  doctor,  or  rather 
doctors,  quite  soon  and  started  wearing  those  stupid  slings  without  delay." 

We  argued  about  this  subject  some  more  and  went  through  the  same  routine  some 
more  times  until  I  firmly  stated  that  I  did  not  want  to  hear  about  and  talk  about  this  issue 
any  more.  However  she  kept  wearing  those  slings  for  only  some  time,  till  she  got  some 
attention. 

During  Christmas  vacation  I  planned  and,  took  a  short  vacation  trip  to  Israel.  The 
main  purpose  of  the  trip  was  to  see  my  mother.  I  had  word  from  my  son  and  my  sister 
that  my  mother  was  in  bad  medical  condition  and  that  if  I  wanted  to  see  her  ever  again  I 
had  better  go.  So  I  did.  At  that  time  my  mother  had  already  moved  in  to  and  lived  in  my 
sister's  home.  She  was  86  years  old  and  needed  constant  attention  and  assistance.  There 
was  a  drastic  deterioration  of  her  health.  But,  as  it  turned  out  she  lived  another  six  years 
and  I  did  see  her  again  and  again,  when  I  visited  the  next  times.  In  either  case  it  was  an 
O.K.  visit.  It  was  good  to  see  her  and  the  rest  of  the  family  and  I  had  a  good  time.  When 
I  arrived  back  and  Ellen  picked  me  up  at  the  airport  she  immediately  started  talking  about 
her  problems  on  her  job.  It  was  the  same  story  and  complaints  about  the  same  people  that 
I  had  have  heard  when  I  left.  I  heard  nothing  about  her  Christmas  until  I  asked,  and  she 
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did  not  ask  anything  about  my  trip  at  all.  Some  two  weeks  later  I  told  her  that  she  had 
showed  absolutely  no  interest  either  in  how  my  mother  was  doing  or  how  was  my 
overseas  trip  in  general.  Her  response  came,  but  only  after  some  four  or  five  days  later: 

"Did  you  want  to  say  something  about  your  mother?”  she  asked  suddenly. 

After  looking  at  her,  I  said, “No, ...  not  really." 

That  was  it.  She  did  not  respond  and  the  subject  was  closed.  That  showed  very 
much  how  much  she  cared.  In  March  she  left  for  a  two- week  vacation  to  somewhere  in 
Colorado.  Ellen  had  planned  and  prepared  it  without  discussing  it,  without  sharing  the 
excitement  connected  to  such  activity.  Not  only  that,  she  did  not  even  ask  if  I  wanted  to 
join  in.  She  did  not  even  let  me  know  about  her  plan  in  general  until  just  days  before 
taking  off.  She  needed  a  ride  to  the  airport  and  back.  At  least  it  was  calm  while  she  was 
gone.  So,  as  time  passed  by  our  relationship  did  not  improve.  Of  course,  we  did  get  into 
some  routine,  and  we  socialized  somewhat,  but  basically  it  was  a  rocky  road. 

Although  before  we  moved  in  together  we  talked  about  the  possibility  of  getting 
married,  at  this  point  I  was  more  contemplating  about  our  future  whether  we  were  to  stay 
together  at  all.  Our  trial  of  living  together  had  not  shown  good  potential.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  brought  out  fundamental  differences  in  our  thinking  and  ways.  Ellen  was  a 
hypochondriac.  She  always  found  some  medical  problems,  anywhere  from  some  allergic 
reactions  to  chronic  colds,  migraines,  and  who  knows  what  -  you  name  it.  The  truth  of 
the  matter  was  that  I  should  have  had  a  clue  about  the  difficulties  we  encountered.  She 
had  no  idea  about  how  to  share,  or  what  it  meant  to  compromise  in  living  together.  She 
was  apparently  selfish  and  egocentric  to  the  point  of  having  no  interest  in  anything  else 
other  than  herself.  Those  were  not  good  traits  for  marriage,  or  even  just  for  partnership. 

I  guess  it  was  different  to  see  each  other  parts  of  weekends  versus  living  in  the  same 
house  24  hours  a  day.  It  looked  like  it  was  different  to  date,  to  have  sex,  and  to  live 
together  with  the  problems  each  of  us  had  in  a  regular  daily  life. 

The  truth  was  that  at  this  stage  we  could  not  have  gotten  married  anyway  because 
I  was  not  legally  divorced  yet.  Chana's  and  my  divorce  agreement  came  to  a  snag  since 
Chana  suddenly  demanded  to  receive  the  whole  house  as  part  of  the  settlement.  I  was 
claiming  to  divide  the  worth  of  it  half-and-half.  We  were  at  an  impasse,  so  instead  we 
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came  to  a  separation  agreement.  I  continued  to  pay  half  of  all  the  expenses  on  the  house, 
including  the  mortgage,  and  taxes.  Of  course,  I  also  paid  child  support  (for  Dani  only 
since  Ethan  was  already  out  of  the  house  at  college)  and  maintenance.  Essentially,  it  was 
legalizing  whatever  arrangement  we  already  had  in  effect.  This  is  the  best  I  could  do,  and 
our  separation  agreement  was  concluded  just  in  early  December.  I  believe  Ellen  was  not 
happy  with  it.  She  wanted  a  divorce  agreement.  She  thought  to  get  married.  I  told  her 
that  it  should  not  make  any  different  in  our  relationship.  We  could  look  into  each  other’s 
eyes  and  declare  ourselves  “just  like  we  were  married”.  It  is  not  the  legal  status  that 
determines  how  we  were  connected  or  linked  to  each  other.  I  desired  a  much  better 
understanding  between  us. 

Then  in  May,  I  believe,  Ellen  started  to  look  for  another  job.  Her  complaints 
continued  and  nothing  changed,  so  she  decided  to  make  the  change  herself  where  she 
worked.  She  made  her  inquiries  around.  There  were  some  openings  that  she  put  her  job 
applications  in  for.  She  got  positive  responses  and  received  a  couple  of  job  offerings. 

All  those  offerings  were  out  of  town,  some  distances  from  Elmira.  They  meant  some  45 
minutes  drive  to  work  each  way  on  an  expressway.  It  would  be  in  summer  and  winter, 
rain,  shine,  or  snow.  That  meant  an  added  subject  for  dissatisfaction  and  complaints, 
knowing  Ellen  and  the  weather  in  this  region.  The  time  for  decision  came  when  she  had 
to  make  a  choice  to  stay,  or  to  accept  one  of  the  propositions.  She  wanted  to  talk  about 
her  options.  Ellen  had  laid  around  all  her  related  paperwork  on  the  floor.  She  started  to 
present  the  several  positions  offered,  their  potentials,  the  pros  and  cons.  I  stopped  her 
and  stated  that  maybe  before  we  discuss  her  choices,  we  should  talk  about  our 
relationship  and  life  together.  I  said  that  we  should  discuss  whether  we  were  to  stay 
together,  before  deciding  on  her  new  job  in  this  region.  She  did  not  answer,  did  not  say 
anything.  Her  response  was  just  quietly  collecting  and  putting  away  all  her  papers. 

She  decided  not  to  take  any  of  the  positions.  She  immediately  started  to  look  for 
and  found  a  new  place  to  work  and  a  new  place  to  live  -  back  in  Rochester.  After  eleven 
months  of  living  together,  I  helped  her  to  load  the  truck  and  move.  This  was  the  end  of 
our  story  together,  as  we  peacefully  broke  up.  I  stayed  in  the  same  apartment  and  it 
turned  out  to  be  convenient  and  adequate  just  for  myself,  alone.  I  had  plenty  of  room. 
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11.  DATING  TRUDY. 


Sorting  trough  the  mail,  as  I  got  home  from  work,  there  was  a  postcard  that  made 
me  smile.  The  postcard  was  from  Trudy.  At  this  time  I  lived  and  worked  in  Elmira.  The 
postcard  came  from  Ithaca,  where  she  lived.  Ithaca  was  some  thirty  miles  from  Elmira, 
not  a  big  distance.  It  was  early  in  June,  early  summer  you  could  say.  The  trees  were  all 
green  already  and  the  buds  were  on  the  way  out.  The  postcard  said  that  in  two  weeks  she 
would  be  at  a  conference  in  Philadelphia  and  that  she  would  be  returning  home  on  Friday. 
She  was  also  writing,  which  was  the  main  purpose  of  her  letter,  whether  it  would  be 
possible  for  her  to  come  to  Elmira,  and  if  we  could  go  camping  for  the  weekend.  It  was 
just  like  a  dream.  I  quickly  checked  my  calendar,  and  there  was  nothing  else  on  it. 

Trudy  was  my  latest  "hopeful".  I  had  dated  her  maybe  2  or  3  times,  and  I  hoped 
very  much  to  continue  to  date  her.  We  had  met  a  couple  months  earlier  on  an  A.D.K. 
(Adirondack  Mountain  Club)  hike.  We  really  seemed  to  hit  it  off,  right  there.  We  were 
talking  the  whole  time  and  had  a  good  understanding.  At  the  end  of  the  hike,  I  asked  her 
if  I  could  call  her.  Her  reply  was  yes,  and  she  gave  me  her  business  card.  She  was  a 
divorced  lady  and  had  just  moved  back  to  Ithaca.  That  was  her  hometown  and  that  is 
where  her  sick  mother  still  lived.  In  between,  she  had,  actually  been  married  twice  and 
lived  in  a  number  of  different  places.  While  in  Denver,  she  was  a  probation  officer. 

Then  she  felt  it  was  time  for  a  real  change.  So  she  went  to  college  in  Philadelphia  to 
become  an  art  therapist.  She  also  disclosed  that  she  had  a  boyfriend  in  Philadelphia.  She 
remarked  it  was  time  to  break  up  with  him,  since  in  reality  there  was  no  compatibility. 

So,  it  was  just  good  for  her  to  move.  I  have  to  admit,  I  had  never  known  before  that  there 
was  such  thing  as  an  art  therapist,  nor  what  it  was.  So,  I  learned.  Trudy  had  just  opened 
an  office  to  practice.  It  was  intended  mostly  for  children.  It  was  in  her  office  where  we 
met  for  our  first  date.  We  did  have  a  nice  time,  good  conversation.  Then,  we  went  for 
lunch.  We  followed  with  a  nice  walk  to  see  a  waterfall  just  outside  Ithaca.  Since  then, 
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we  had  had  another,  but  shorter  date.  It  was  presently,  that  I  had  a  puzzled  question  on 
my  mind.  I  was  in  the  midst  of  trying  to  figure  out  where  we  stood.  She  seemed  to  be 
holding  back.  At  the  same  time  she  gave  the  impression  that  there  was  at  least  some 
interest.  As  I  was  considering  my  next  move,  that  is  when  her  postcard  arrived.  Her 
suggestion  for  a  weekend  of  camping  certainly  sounded  good  to  me. 

We  surely  could  spend  a  weekend  camping.  And,  I  had  the  equipment  including 
the  tent,  camp  stove,  and  sleeping  bags.  I  got  my  maps  and  books  to  search  for  a 
desirable  place.  I  found  a  site  called  Little  Pine  State  Park,  which  is  a  little  more  than  an 
hours  drive  to  the  southwest,  in  Pennsylvania.  In  the  next  couple  of  days,  I  called  her  to 
let  her  know:  Yes,  I  don't  have  anything  else  planned  and  I  would  be  happy  to  go  for  a 
camping  trip  with  her.  After  assuring  her  that  I  do  have  everything  we  might  need  and 
giving  her  some  explanation  of  how  to  find  my  home,  we  agreed  on  to  meet  at  my  house 
on  that  particular  Friday.  All  we  needed  now  was  fairly  good  weather.  During  the  week 
prior  to  our  meeting  and  departure,  there  was  constant  rain.  I  looked  at  the  sky  every  day, 
and  there  seemed  to  be  no  let  down.  However,  I  still  hoped  for  a  fairly  good  weekend, 
but  I  prepared  myself  to  stay  in  with  dinner  on  Friday  than  go  on  Saturday.  That  was 
specifically  because  I  did  not  know  what  time  she  would  make  it.  I  figured  it  might  be, 
too  rainy  and,  too  late  to  take  off  Friday  evening.  Well,  for  either  case  I  did  my  shopping 
on  Wednesday  and  pre-prepared  a  nice  dinner  on  Thursday.  I  got  a  nice  bottle  of  wine. 
This  is  along  with  having  all  the  camping  needs  loaded  in  the  car  and  some  of  the  food 
stuff  ready  to  be  loaded  from  the  refrigerator. 

Finally,  on  that  Friday,  it  was  around  half  past  six  when  the  phone  rang.  Trudy 
called,  she  was  somewhere  "lost"  in  Elmira.  She  was  some  five  minutes  away  from 
where  I  lived.  I  told  her  I  would  be  there  to  pick  her  up.  We  met  on  a  street  comer  thar 
she  had  called  from.  We  were  happy  to  see  each  other,  and  I  said: 

"Hi,  good  to  see  you.  I  am  glad  you  made  it". 

"Well,  barely,”  she  answered.  “It  was  a  long  day." 

"The  main  thing  is  that  you  are  here." 

"I  started  out  later  from  Philadelphia  than  I  expected  and  the  drive,  took  longer." 
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"That  would  be  normal,  it  usually  does." 

"Then  I  got  to  Elmira  and  I  figured,  I  don't  know  why,  that  you  lived  somewhere 
in  the  middle  in  some  direction.  Finally  I  gave  up  and  decided  to  call  you." 

"I  am  glad  you  called.  That  was  the  easiest.  So  why  don't  just  follow  me  and  we 
will  be  in  my  place  in  five  minutes." 

That  is  what  we  did.  We  parked  her  car  in  the  driveway  and  mine  on  the  street. 
She  unloaded  her  suitcase  and  we  got  in  the  house. 

"Well,  to  tell  you  the  truth  I  don't  think  it  is  a  good  idea  to  take  off  now,  or  this 
evening,”  I  told  her.  “Although  the  car  is  loaded,  and  I  could  be  ready  in  five  minutes. 
However,  it  is  still  drizzling  and  it  is  kind  of  late  to  take  off.  It  would  be  dark  by  the  time 
we  got  there  and  to  set  up  our  camp." 

"You  are  right  on  that.  I  should  just  be  going  home,”  She  responded.  “I  think  I 
kind  of  imposed  this  whole  thing  on  you,  anyway." 

"That  is  nonsense.  What  I  am  trying  to  say  is,  that  we  stay  in  tonight.  I  actually 
already  have  a  complete  and  nice  dinner  prepared.  Then  we  will  have  a  good  sleep  and 
early  in  the  morning  we  will  be  ready  to  go.  Hopefully  the  rain  will  stop,  as  predicted. 

By  the  way,  we  have  our  separate  rooms  and  beds  for  the  night.  O.K.?”  I  stated. 

"It  actually  sounds  nice,”  She  softened.  “Let  me  change,  then.  Where  is  your 
bathroom?" 

While  she  was  changing,  I  turned  the  gas  on  to  fry  the  slices  of  turkey  meat  and  to 
heat  the  potatoes.  I  set  the  table  and  put  the  wine  on.  In  about  twenty  minutes  I  was 
ready  to  serve.  I  opened  and  poured  the  wine. 

I  gave  a  glass  to  her  and  raised  my  glass  saying,  "To  our  health". 

She  said,  "l'chaim,  that  is  the  way  you  say  it,  don't  you?". 

And  I  said,  "Yes,  of  course,  l'chaim". 

The  menu  was  tossed  salad,  schnitzels  made  of  turkey  breast  slices  with  country 
fried  potatoes  and  broccoli.  It  was  good,  and  she  seemed  to  like  it,  too.  For  dessert,  I  had 
cheesecake  and  coffee  (for  me)  and  tea  (for  her).  It  was  a  relaxed  dinner  with  calm 
discussion. 

"How  did  you  have  time  to  make  all  this  delicious  food?”  she  asked. 
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"I  started  to  cook  yesterday.  I  pre-prepared  everything,  so  I  just  had  to  finish  it 
now,”  I  answered. 

"It  was  really  good.  What  was  the  meat  you  used?  If  I  may  ask." 

"It  was  turkey  breast.  I  figured  that  it  would  be  quite  light  and  still  tasty,  too. 
Originally,  it  should  be  made  of  veal.  I  was  just  not  sure  how  would  you  react  to  it." 

"I  did  not  know  that  you  are  a  chef.  I  have  never  had  turkey  breast  prepared  this 
way.  It  was  very  nice,”  she  aired. 

"No,  I  am  not  a  chef.  However,  I  do  know  a  few  things  that  I  can  cook,”  I  replied. 

"Do  you  always  cook,  every  day?”  she  inquired. 

"No,  not  every  day,  but  most  of  the  time.  I  want  to  eat,  and  I  am  trying  to 
maintain  a  'normal'  lifestyle,  more  or  less.  That  is  on  the  daily  basis.  When  I  separated,  I 
decided  to  make  it  into  a  specific  task  to  continue  with  my  daily  schedule.  So  I  am  doing 
it.  Of  course,  when  I  have  guest  I  make  a  more  special  effort  and  make  a  more  complete 
and  fancy  meal." 

"Where  did  you  learn  to  cook,  and  what  kind  of  cuisine  are  you  really  applying?" 

"I  learned  all  along,  from  all  the  way  back  when  I  was  young  until  now.  I  am  still 
learning  more  and  more  things.  I  am  cooking  a  combination  of  Hungarian,  Mideastem 
and,  of  course,  American  cuisine." 

In  the  meantime,  we  cleared  the  table  and  moved  to  the  living  room  area.  We 
were  sitting  in  a  more  comfortable  situation,  and  we  continued  our  discussion. 

"Well,  just  in  case,  in  case  of  need  you  could  be  a  cook  in  a  restaurant.  You 
know,  if  there  might  not  be  a  job  as  an  engineer  for  you.  You  are  an  engineer,  are  you 
not?  Do  I  remember  correctly  ?“  She  said. 

I  nodded  with  my  head  to  say  yes. 

"What  kind  of  engineer  are  you?  I  do  not  remember  that.  Maybe  you  said  it,  or 
maybe  you  never  did." 

"That  is  a  good  question.  I  don't  think  I  really  elaborated  on  it  in  any  detail.  I  am 
a  manufacturing  engineer.  I  am  involved  in  the  manufacturing  of  things.  I  am  working 
in  a  small  manufacturing  plant  that  makes  component  parts  for  automobiles,  cars  and 
trucks.  I  provide  so-called  engineering  support  for  the  production  of  the  many  different 
components  used  as  spare  parts  in  autos.  Actually,  I  am  a  manufacturing  engineering 
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manager,  meaning  I  supervise  three  engineers  working  under  me.  It  also  means  I  do  have 
more  responsibility.  I  also  spend  time  where  the  production  machines  are.  I  provide 
assistance  to  the  people  working  in  production.  At  first,  I  have  to  determine  the 
sequence  of  operations  for  a  part  to  be  made.  That  is,  the  process,  what  machines  are  to 
be  used  one  after  the  other.  Then,  I  have  to  design  the,  tools,  such  as  fixtures  (those  that 
hold  the  part  or  parts  in  place)  to  be  used.  My  job  is  to  ensure  the  best  way,  applying  the 
most  economical  methods,  for  a  part  to  be  made.  It  does  require  some  time  to  research 
new  technology.  I  am  also  involved  in  designing  new  machines  to  automate  the  process. 
Well,  that  is  it  in  short  for  now." 

When  I  woke  up  the  next  morning,  Trudy  was  already  dressed.  She  said  she  had 
just  finished.  I  put  up  the  morning  coffee  and  got  dressed  myself.  It  did  not  take  long  to 
have  a  quick  breakfast,  and  we  were  on  our  way.  The  weather  seemed  to  clearing  and, 
although  it  was  still  partially  cloudy,  there  was  no  rain.  We,  took  Route  15  south  after 
reaching  it  just  past  Coming.  It  was  a  pleasant  ride. 

"Did  you  sleep  well?”  She  opened  up  the  conversation. 

"Well,”  I  hesitated,  “Not  really." 

"Of  course,  you  had  a  woman  sleeping  next  door...." 

"Oh  no.  It  had  nothing  to  do  with  it,”  I  was  objected. 

"Who  knows,  maybe  yes,”  she  kept  on  it. 

"How  did  you  sleep?”  I  asked. 

"Actually,  pretty  good,”  she  answered. 

We  continued  to  chat,  about  the  weather,  about  our  ride,  and  about  where  we  were 
going.  I  described  our  route:  “We  are  heading  to  a  Pennsylvania  state  park,  which  is 
along  a  creek,  within  a  mountainous  and  wooded  region.  I  myself  did  not  know  much 
about  it.  This  would  be  the  first  time  I  came  to  this  particular  camp  ground  at  this 
location.  I  discovered  it  through  guide  books  and  maps.  So,  we  shall  see  how  it  will 
work  out.” 

The  last  ten  miles  of  our  route  was  on  a  narrow  road  between  the  woods.  We 
actually  saw  deer  looking  at  us  and  then  mnning  away.  It  was  quite  exciting.  We  came 
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to  a  small  lake,  which  was  created  by  a  dam.  The  campground  was  just  past  that  lake. 

We  checked  in  and  picked  a  nice  spot,  which  was  Trudy's  choice.  It  was  just  across  from 
the  bathhouse.  We  set  up  our  tent,  packed  some  sandwiches  and  drinks,  and  were  ready 
for  a  hike.  There  was  a  trail  starting  just  across  the  campground.  It  seemed  to  be  a  pretty 
good  one,  according  to  the  map  and  description.  So,  we,  took  it.  The  first  section  of  a 
couple  of  miles  was  climbing  up  a  fairly  steep  slope.  That,  took  us  to  the  top  of  a  ridge. 
There  were  some  sizable  rocks  we  encountered.  There  was  also  some  mountain  laurel  in 
various  stages  of  bloom.  Some  were  just  opening  up,  others  were  in  full  bloom,  and 
anywhere  in  between.  They  were  beautiful.  The  view  from  the  top,  looking  down  the 
valley,  was  also  gorgeous.  So,  we  were  just  tracking  along  cozily  and  happily,  enjoying 
the  scenery,  and  the  nature.  And,  we  were  chatting: 

"Going  back  to  last  night’s  conversation  about  you  being  an  engineer,  a 
manufacturing  engineer  you  were  saying,”  she  opened  up  the  subject.  “How  long  have 
you  been  an  engineer?  It  hasn’t  been  all  your  working  life,  has  it?  That  is  my 
understanding,  anyway." 

"You  are  correct,  I  was  not  an  engineer  right  from  the  beginning.  I  started 
working  in  engineering,  but  not  as  a  titled  engineer.  It  was  in  1960  while  I  still  was 
living  in  Israel.  That  was  some  twenty-eight  years  ago!”  I  was  elaborating.  “Oh  my  gosh, 
what,  that  is  twenty-eight  years!  That  is  a  long  time.  However,  I  already  had  a  working 
history  of  a  good  number  of  jobs.  On  my  last  job  before  that,  I  was  tinkering  with 
engineering  projects.  I  was  a  maintenance  mechanic  in  an  orange  packaging  house.  I  got 
involved  in  dreaming  up  and  designing  various  small  devices.  It  was  a  pretty  good  job, 
but  not  very  fulfilling.  I  felt  that  I  wanted  move  forward  and  learn  in  order  to  become  a 
full  fledged  engineer.  Although  we  lived  south  of  Tel  Aviv  an  hour  and  a  half  drive 
away,  I  enrolled  in  college  level  courses  that  were  in  Tel  Aviv.  We,  of  course,  did  not 
have  a  car,  so  I  was  traveling  by  bus  twice  a  week.  After  I  concluded  two  years  of 
evening  courses  as  a  mechanical  technician,  in  1960, 1  found  a  job  as  a  mechanical 
designer  in  Tel  Aviv.  I  worked  in  a  factory  that  made  electrical  switches.  My  job  was 
drafting  and  designing  the  product  and  then  the,  tools  to  make  the  product.  I  liked  the 
change  to  working  on  a  drafting  board.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  had  always  wanted  to  be  an 
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engineer  as  a  child.  So,  I  did  enjoy  the  new  field  and  challenge.  I  even  came  up  with  a 
clever  design  solution  when  we  were  developing  a  new  style  of  household  switch.  I  also 
have  to  tell  you  about  my  first  episode  when  I  started  working.  My  assignment  was  to 
design  and  draw  up  a  die,  which  is  a,  tool  to  cut  a  piece  complete  from  a  strip  of  metal.  I 
had  no  idea  of  the  size,  the  shape,  the  look  of  the,  tool.  My  boss,  the  chief  engineer  came 
by  to  check  my  progress  on  the  second  day.  He  just  glanced  what  I  had  on  the  paper  and 
started  smiling.  He  said  that  he  could  see  that  I  had  never  designed  anything  like  it.  In 
ten  minutes  he  outlined  the  design  of  the,  tool  and  he  showed  me  the  direction  I  needed  to 
go.  In  the  four  years  I  worked  there,  I  learned  a  lot.  I  became  quite  proficient  as  a 
designer  of  switches  and  the  various  production,  tools,  dies  and  molds.  I  think,  I  did  a 
good  job.” 

“Anyway,  when  I  came  to  the  states  four  years  later  I  had  the  credentials  to  find  a 
job  and  to  establish  myself.  It  was  in  Rochester,  New  York.  I  started  as  a,  tool  designer 
in  the  small  contract  office  of  a  machine  shop.  This  was  an  hourly  job.  It  did  not  take 
long  before  I  had  a  permanent  position  in  a  larger  firm  as  a,  tool  designer.  Pretty  soon,  I 
was  promoted  to  be  an  engineer.  That  was  interesting  to  me,  because  at  that  time  I  did 
not  have  a  college  degree.  In  Israel  in  order  to  be  an  engineer  you  had  to  belong  to  an 
engineering  society  or  association,  like  a  union.  For  that  you  would  have  to  be  graduated 
with  a  full  engineering  degree.  But,  as  I  learned,  here  in  the  States  it  was  not  required 
and  a  company  could  promote  you.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  met  lots  of  people  that  were 
engineers,  had  the  title,  without  ever  even  attending  any  college,  or  having  taken  only  a 
limited  number  of  college  courses.  Companies  elevated  anybody  to  be  an  engineer  of  a 
sort,  giving  it  to  him  (or  her)  as  a  reward,  or  as  a  position  to  fulfill.  It  actually  was 
disappointing  to  me.  In  my  opinion,  it  was  demeaning  to  the  engineering  profession,  and 
as  a  result  engineers  in  reality,  and  in  manufacturing  specifically,  did  not  have  the  clout 
and  authority  they  deserved.  They  certainly  had  the  responsibility,  but  they  could  advise 
and  suggest  only  -  without  being  able  to  'tell'.” 

“On  my  part,  responding  to  the  availability  of  evening  courses  in  the  field  of 
engineering  at  the  college  called  R.I.T.  (Rochester  Institute  of  Technology),  I  began 
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taking  courses.  I  kept  on  and  enrolled  in  a  degree  program.  Ten  years  later  I  graduated 
with  a  BS  in  Mechanical  Engineering,  and  by  1978  I  received  my  Masters  degree  in 
Engineering  Management.  I  figured,  if  I  cared  about  a  career  in  engineering,  I  better  go 
to  college  and  make  up  what  I  missed  when  I  was  twenty  some  years  old.  I  figured,  I  do 
need  the  degree  in  order  to  advance  on  the  job.  I  needed  the  college  education  in  order  to 
be  really  proficient.  You  may  ask,  whether  it  was  hard  to  go  after  work,  in  the  evenings. 
My  answer  is,  yes,  mostly  it  was.  But,  from  other  end  it  gave  me  something  of  'mine'.  It 
provided  me  a  shelter  of  a  sort.  There  was  also  an  interesting  phenomenon.  It  was  that 
the  tuition  I  paid  was  reimbursed  by  the  companies  I  worked  for,  and  they  seemed  to  care 
very  little  about  benefiting  from  it.  I  worked  for  Burroughs  Corporation  six  years.  They 
paid,  I  believe,  75  percent  of  the  cost  of  all  the  courses  I,  took.  I  got  my  BS  degree  while 
I  was  still  employed  there.  However,  my  responsibilities  did  not  change;  they  stayed  the 
same  until  I  left.  Although  there  were  organizational  changes  and  promotions  along  the 
way,  it  did  not  benefit  me.  Neither  of  us  profited  from  my  learning  and  there  was  no 
prospect  for  it.  They  just  did  not  care.” 

“So,  I  left  and  went  to  work  at  a  new  place  where  I  had  a  higher  level  position  to 
begin  with.  The  new  place  seemed  to  work  out  as  I  received  promotion  after  promotion. 
There  was  a  management  that  supported  innovative  and  constructive  thinking  and 
actions.  We  were  progressive  and  built  up  a  new,  and  a  sizable  department  of 
manufacturing  engineering.  It  covered  broad  areas  of  planning  and  support.  It  had  a  total 
of  40  people:  engineers,  technicians  and  designers  in  a  number  of  sub-sections.  I  was  the 
head  of  this  department.  It  was  a  manufacturing  place  for  a  large  variety  of  industrial 
machinery.  It  looked  like,  along  with  the  success  of  the  organization,  that  my  own  career 
was  also  taking  off.  In  the  meantime,  I  graduated  and  finished  my  schooling.  Everything 
looked  just  great:  I  had  a  good  job,  and  a  good  position  in  a  good  company.” 

Then  one  day,  out  of  the  bright  blue  sky,  black  storm  clouds  suddenly  appeared. 
There  was  an  unexpected  high-level  change  in  management.  Our  Vice  President  of 
manufacturing  moved  up  in  the  corporation  and  a  new  Vice  President  of  manufacturing 
joined  the  company.  It  turned  out  that  he  was  a  drop  out  from  other  companies.  He 
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brought  in  his  own  team,  and  in  six  months  he  had  replaced  the  middle  management.  My 
direct  boss  was  reassigned,  and  I  got  a  new  boss  from  the  outside  who  happened  to  be  the 
new  VP’s  buddy.  My  department  was  split,  and  new  people  were  brought  aboard.  I  had 
a  review,  and  I  was  put  on  probation.  I  had  no  choice;  I  had  to  leave.  What  made  my 
career  successful  previously,  caused  my  downfall.  The  new  VP  was  a  man  of  cliques,  a 
manager  of  unsophisticated,  old-time  methods  and  ways.  My  new  boss,  at  some  point, 
asked  me  for  some  information  and  then  he  added: '. . .  the  reason  I  am  asking  you  is, 
because  I  know  my  boss  will  ask  me  for  that  info.'  The  Big  Man  did  not  need  creative, 
innovative,  independent  middle  managers,  like  I  was.  He  wanted  ‘followers’.” 

“I  found  a  job  at  the  big  X  company,  a  so-called  senior  manufacturing  engineer 
position.  The  irony  was  that  my  responsibility  was  a  tenth  of  what  I  had  had  before,  but 
my  pay  was  actually  almost  twice  as  much.  The  other  irony  is  that  some  fifteen  years 
earlier  I  had  had  an  interview  for  a  tool  designer  position  in  that  same  company.  At  that 
time  I  was  making  $125.--  a  week,  and  I  asked  for  $150.--.  The  interviewer  asked  how 
come  I  was  going  for  such  a  big  jump.  (I  did  not  think  it  was  that  big  a  jump)  I  answered 
that  I  was  worth  it  now  I  that  I  had  been  “already”  a  year  and  a  half  in  the  States  and  had 
learned  a  lot.  I  also  added  that  it  should  not  be  a  critical  factor,  because  I  would  be  happy 
to  accept  less  for  working  at  the  big  X  company.  The  answer  was:  ‘they  would  either 
give  me  what  I  was  asking  for  or  I  wouldn’t  get  the  job.’  I  did  not  get  the  job.” 

“Well,  now,  for  some  reason  it  was  a  different  story.  Although  everybody 
congratulated  me  when  I  got  it,  it  turned  out  to  be  a  job  I  just  hated.  Everybody  was 
saying  that  I  was  in  a  ‘safe  port.’  It  was  a  very  large  manufacturing  company,  and  at  one 
point  it  was  very  successful.  But  my  job  was  a  very  small  screw  in  a  very  large  machine. 

I  felt,  it  was  a  quite  meaningless  position.  The  place  was  full  of  politics  and  bureaucracy. 
It  did  not  fit  me  at  all.  Even  the  morning  drive  was,  too  long  and  against  the  sun.  So  was 
the  evening  drive  home.  So,  in  six  months,  when  an  opportunity  arose  for  a  position  at 
the  local  university  with  a  laser  energy  research  facility,  I  changed  jobs.  I  remember 
when  I  was  driving  back  with  a  car  pool  from  the  big  X  company  on  one  of  my  last  days, 
that  one  of  the  colleagues  asked  whether  it  was  true  that  I  was  leaving.  At  my  yes,  he 
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asked,  ‘Why?’  When  I  said  it  was  because  I  did  not  like  it,  he  answered  that  it  was  not  a 
reason  to  leave  a  company  like  the  big  X.  I  just  said:  ‘Yes  it  is  for  me.’  It  just  so 
happened  that  a  few  months  after  I  left,  the  big  X  company  had  a  big  layoff.  My  job 
probably  would  have  fallen  victim  to  it.” 

“The  job  at  the  laser  research  facility  was  one  of  the  best  I  ever  had.  I  was 
involved  in  designing  and  executing  the  making  of  instruments  used  in  the  laser  research. 
It  was  challenging,  it  was  real  mechanical  engineering,  it  was  exciting  and  interesting. 
The  atmosphere  was  cordial,  and  relaxed  but  still  very  professional.  Unfortunately,  two 
years  later  they  ran  out  of  funds  and  one-third  of  the  laboratory  staff  were  laid  off.  I  was 
laid  off  within  that  one-third,  along  with  my  whole  department  (except  one  technician).  I 
was  unemployed  for  the  next  eight  months.  At  first,  it  seemed  to  be  moving  pretty  well 
and  I  had  a  number  of  interviews.  Then,  it  slowed  down.  Nothing  was  offered  for 
months.  That  was  the  big  economic  recession  of  the  early  eighties.  So,  when  in  April  the 
next  year  an  offer  was  forwarded  from  a  small  company  in  Elmira,  even  with  much  less 
pay,  I  accepted  it.” 

“And  that  is  the  way  I  am  here,  working  and  living  in  Elmira.  At  the  beginning  it 
seemed  to  be  depressing.  The  place  was  an  oldish,  dark,  backward  manufacturing  shop. 

I  remember,  when  on  the  first  interview  I  was  shown  the  facility,  walking  through  and 
looking  at  the  machines  and  the  place,  I  thought  to  myself  ‘Oh  my  gosh,  what  an  ancient 
dump,  who  would  want  to  work  here.’  But,  I  did.  There  seemed  to  be  no  choice  and  I 
was  willing  to  take  just  about  any  engineering  position.  I  continued  to  look  for  another 
job  for  a  while,  but  with  no  luck  and  I  settled  in,  in  time.  However,  in  the  five  years  I 
have  worked  in  ‘that  dump’  the  place  has  significantly  changed.  It  got  cleaned  up  and 
modernized.  New  equipment  and  machinery  were  bought  and  put  into  operation,  the 
production  techniques  and  lines  were  reorganized,  and  the  whole  place  became  more 
advanced  -  in  large  share  because  of  my  own  input,  contribution  and  effort.  I  became  a 
manager  of  manufacturing  engineering  with  a  few  people  reporting  to  me.  My  salary 
also  was  increased.” 
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“Nevertheless,  the  company,  a  family  owned  one,  is  in  the  hands  of  not-so- 
competent  top  management.  There  is  the  owner  who  became  the  top  man  after  a  family 
struggle.  It  happened  subsequent  to  the  sudden  death  of  the  long  time  previous  chief. 
This  happened  when  I  had  worked  there  only  eight  months.  The  new  chief,  the  new 
president  of  the  company,  basically  is  an  insurance  person  and  an  excellent  golf  player. 
He  is  a  very  simple  minded,  canny  but  demanding  man  (which  could  be  all  right).  He 
regularly  comes  in  to  the  plant  like  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morning,  walks  around  and  talks 
to  the  workers  on  the  production  floor  to  collect  information.  But,  he  never  talked  even 
once  to  us,  middle  management  people,  either  formally  or  informally.” 

“The  second  guy  in  command,  who  is  the  real  problem,  is  the  Vice  President  and 
COO  (Chief  Operating  Officer).  He  was  the  purchasing  manager,  when  I  joined  the 
company.  He  was  promoted  to  be  director  of  all  dperations,  when  the  new  man  became 
the  owner.  That  was  a  ploy  at  the  time.  He  got  the  promotion  while  the  engineering 
manager,  who  was  the  likely  candidate,  happened  to  be  vacationing  in  the  Caribbean. 
Three  or  four  months  later  the  same  engineering  manager  was  fired.  Sometime  later,  on  a 
drinking  party,  the  then  director  of  operations  was  laughing  at  the  fired  engineering 
manager  and  explained:  ‘he  was  enjoying  vacation  somewhere  at  the  most  critical  time, 
while  I  was  busy  making  sure  to  get  the  promotion  ahead  of  him.  And  I  got  it.’  This  new 
director  subsequently  was  promoted  to  become  the  vice  president  and  COO.  By  the  way, 
it  so  happened  some  years  earlier  that  the  engineering  manager  helped  out  this  guy  by 
recommending  him  to  be  hired  as  a  purchasing  manager  when  he  was  unemployed  and 
needed  a  job.  On  top  of  that  he  had  been  unemployed  because  he  had  lied.  He  was 
supposed  to  order  some  steel,  which  he  never  did.  When  he  was  asked  what  happened  to 
the  steel  and  where  was  it,  he  answered:  ‘Oh, ...  the  truck  did  not  make  it.’  Since  then  the 
saying  has  become  infamous.  And  on  top  of  that,  basically,  he  was  a  frustrated  football 
player  from  college,  who  did  not  make  it.  He  never  finished  college  either.  He  has  a  big 
mouth  and  is  good  at  making  the  show,  selling  and  promoting  -  himself.  He  is 
unpredictable,  and  lacks  intelligence,  but  he  is  the  boss.  He  is  also  my  boss  - 1  report 
directly  to  him.  I  have  to  live  with  the  situation  and,  I  think,  I  cope  with  it  pretty  well.  I 
even  make  it  through  the  'big'  (and  boring)  staff  meetings  every  Tuesday  morning.  These 
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are  the  staff  meetings  that  'deal',  first  of  all,  with  the  results  of  the  Monday  night  football 
games.  I  am  not  kidding.  I  keep  trying  to  know  much  more  about  football  and  be  part  of 
the  discussion,  but  I  don't  think  I  am,  too  successful  with  this.” 


In  the  meantime,  we  had  hiked  some  eight  miles  and  were  back  to  the 
campground.  We  made  a  loop  and  returned  just  in  time  to  cook  some  supper  on  the  camp 
stove. 

"You  sound  quite  negative  about  your  bosses,”  she  commented,  resuming  the 
discussion. 

"Yes,  because  I  am  negative.  I  have  not  had  good  experiences  regarding  their 
qualifications  and  abilities.  Of  course,  there  are  exceptions,  but  those  are  the  exceptions 
and  not  the  rule,”  I  responded. 

"Maybe  you  are  somewhat,  too  critical,”  she  said. 

"Maybe  I  am.  But  I  do  have  expectations  of  my  bosses.  At  least,  I  did  have,  but 
not  any  more.  In  my  theory  every  professional  manager  should  be  able  to  do  what  his  or 
her  subordinates  are  involved  in.  Not  necessarily  as  routine,  but  knowing  enough  about 
the  subject  that  with  time  he  could  fill  in,”  I  explained.  “The  way  I  see  it,  in  every  level  of 
management,  all  the  way  to  the  top,  that  rule  should  apply  for  the  one  level  below.  For 
example,  if  I  have  a  programmer  of  numerically  controlled  milling  machines  reporting  to 
me,  I  myself  should  know  how  to  program  the  same  machine  tool,  although  not 
necessarily  as  fast  and  easy  as  he  does.  I  feel  that  my  boss  should  know  what 
programming  is  and  have  a  grasps  of  it,  and  by  the  same  token  his  boss  should  know 
what  programming  is,  in  principle.  You  won't  find  that  to  be  the  case  and  the  general  rule 
in  industry  today." 

"Of  course,  I  never  worked  in  industry  so  I  would  not  know,  but  it  is  an 
interesting  commentary.  But,  I  do  have  to  admit,  I  had  a  different  image  of  the 
management  in  the  industrial  enterprises.  I  thought  they  would  manage  the  way  they  are 
supposed  to  manage." 

"Oh  yes,  they  manage  all  right,  or  maybe  mismanage  in  many  cases.  They  just 
are  not  equipped  very  well,  and  they  are  not  the  best  qualified  people  to  do  the  job.  That 
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is  where  the  Peter  Principle  and  Murphy's  laws  are  coming  from.  The  Peter  Principle 
tells  about  how  people  get  promoted  beyond  their  competency  level.  And  Murphy's  laws 
tell  about  how  things  will  go  wrong  if  they  can.  The  real  question  is  how  managers 
become  managers.” 

"Well,  how?  They  are  not  stupid  people,  are  they?" 

"No,  they  are  not.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  some  of  them  are  very  smart.  However, 
their  smartness  is  not  directed  toward  technical  knowledge  and  to  the  direction  of 
engineering  or  accounting  skill.  They  put  their  effort  toward  moving  up  the  career 
ladder.  It  is  a  matter  of  personality,  like  good  salespeople,  to  be  in  the  social  setting 
anywhere  from  playing  golf,  to  being  a  drinking  buddy.” 

"You  may  have  a  point  there,”  she  conceded.  “However,  they  do  have  the  respect, 
and  being  recognized  as  managers,  don't  they?" 

"They  certainly  do.  It  is  like  a  clan.  Sure,  the  big  majority  of  the  people  take 
managers  for  granted.  The  saying  is,  the  boss  knows  better  because  he  is  the  boss;  he  is 
always  right  even  when  he  is  not.  People  say,  'I  just  do  it  because  my  boss  tells  me  so.’ 
There  are  zillion  books  to  tell  you  how  to  climb  the  corporate  ladder.  It  is:  first  keep  your 
boss  happy,  make  him  successful,  avoid  unpleasant  surprises  to  him,  and  so  on.  My 
question  is,  ‘Why?  Is  it  not  he  that  is  supposed  to  provide  you  direction?’  In  any 
showdown,  if  it  gets  to  that  for  whatever  reason,  guess  who  is  the  one  that  will  be  correct 
and  who  will  get  canned,  or  fired,  that  is.  There  is  the  big  stick,  and  that  is  your  job,  that 
keeps  you  in  line.  You  want  to  hear  the  biggest  mockery?  There  are  certain  positions 
that  carry  the  status  called  exempt.  It  is  looked  at  as  a  higher  level,  as  a  status  you  would 
want.  It  does  have  some  privileges  and  advantages,  at  least  on  the  surface.  So  I  was 
happy  when  I  had  that  status.  One  day  I  asked  what  it  really  meant.  Some  people  did  not 
know,  but  the  answer  is:  It  simply  put  you  in  a  category  of  being  exempt  from  the 
protection  of  the  labor  laws.  You  do  not  belong  to  a  union,  or  any  organization  that  could 
protect  you.  Sure,  you  get  paid  not  by  the  hour.  So,  when  you  have  a  dentist 
appointment  you  just  told  your  boss  and,  took  off  from  work  for  a  couple  of  hours 
without  losing  your  pay.  However,  when  you  needed  to  work  longer  hours  than  the  eight 
hours  day,  you  are  expected  to  stay  overtime  without  being  compensated  for  it.  But,  most 
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of  all,  you  could  be  fired  (or  'just'  laid  off,  which  is  the  same),  without  any  cause.  Your 
boss  did  not  need  any  specific  reason  or  explanation,  by  law." 

"But  there  must  be  an  organization  that  follows  some  control,  like  a  line  of 
authority.  Otherwise  there  would  be  anarchy,  an  impossible  situation,”  she  argued. 

"No  doubt  about  it;  there  must  be  a  certain  amount  of  discipline  and  following  of 
instructions.  I  have  no  problem  with  that  at  all,”  I  responded.  “I  just  look  to  give  the 
respect  because  the  person  deserves  it.  But,  all  this  is  only  on  my  own  mind,  and  I  try 
very  hard  not  to  show  it." 

The  next  day,  following  breakfast,  we  folded  our  camp  site.  Our  plan  was  to  take 
off  and  start  driving  back  home,  but  along  the  way  we  would  stop  for  more  hiking.  The 
suggestion  was  to  pick  up  a  portion  of  the  Black  Forest  Trail  system.  I  had  hiked  on 
another  portion  of  the  same  trail  system,  and  it  was  very  nice.  So  we  decided  to  do  it. 

We  drove  on  the  highway,  looking  for  the  trail  where  it  was  supposed  to  be  cross, 
according  of  the  map.  And  there  was  the  sign  saying  The  Black  forest  Trail’,  which 
caused  a  pleasing  remark  by  Trudy.  We  changed  in  our  hiking  boots,  got  some 
sandwiches  and  drinking  water,  and,  took  off.  We  started  going  somewhat  downhill  to  a 
valley,  reaching  a  creek.  The  pristine  water  in  the  creek  was  rushing  over  rocks,  seemed 
to  be  refreshingly  inviting,  and  so  cool  that  you  did  not  really  want  to  go  in.  There  were 
some  wildflowers  decorating  and  some  high  grass  covering  the  surroundings.  There  were 
some  beauty  spots  with  clearings,  offering  camping.  Then,  after  walking  on  the  trail 
along  the  creek  for  some  couple  of  miles  it  turned  away.  It  was,  once  again,  a 
considerable  climb  up  the  mountain,  although  it  was  different  from  yesterday's  climb.  It 
seemed  to  be  easier.  The  trail  was  going  on  a  switchback  pattern,  which  made  it  less 
steep.  We  were  going  through  a  forest  of  pine  trees.  The  trail  straightened  out  reaching 
and  continuing  on  a  narrow  ridge,  which  provided  excellent  view  of  the  other  side.  We 
could  see  Pine  Creek  winding  around,  the  railroad  tracks  along  side,  and  houses  dotting 
the  fields.  It  was  very  tranquilizing  experience. 

Following  a  lunch  stop  we  turned  to  a  trail  looping  back  to  the  road  where  our  car 
was  parked.  It  was  a  gradual  descent  between  thick  bushes.  There  was  more  mountain 
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laurel  at  the  higher  levels,  which  were  faded  away  as  we  came  down.  We  reached  the 
highway,  which  we  had  to  walk  on  for  a  few  miles  to  get  to  the  car.  It  was  in  good  time, 
since  we  still  had  some  drive  home.  Trudy  needed  to  get  home.  She  had  her  mother  to 
take  care  of.  We  had  a  different  route  to  go  on,  via  a  small  but  cute  town  called 
Wellsboro.  In  either  case,  we  did  stop  in  Wellsboro,  at  a  good  old  fashioned  diner  for  a 
quick  bite.  That  is  where  Trudy  had  a  good  laugh,  when  she  saw  and  bought  a  postcard 
with  a  picture  of  the  Grand  Canyon  of  Pennsylvania.  That  is  located  just  west  of 
Wellsboro.  It  was  a  deep  valley,  canyon  you  could  say,  along  some  20  miles  long  section 
of  the  Pine  Creek.  She  said  that  she  was  planning  to  send  the  card  to  one  of  her  good 
friends  living  in  Las  Vegas,  Arizona,  near  the  real  Grand  Canyon.  The  friend  would  have 
a  smile  to  see  the  postcard.  We  were  back  to  my  house  at  about  six  thirty.  It  was  a  good 
time,  we  had  a  good  full  day,  but  it  was  getting  late. 

"Let  me  help  you  unload  your  car,”  she  said  as  I  stopped.  “Then  I  will  get  going 
right  away." 

"No  need  to  help,”  I  responded.  “Rather,  would  you  want  to  come  in,  have  a  cup 
of  coffee  or  something  to  drink?  ...  and  then  you  can  go." 

"I  had  better  take  off  as  soon  as  possible,  my  mother  is  really  waiting  for  me  to 
get  back." 

"Well,  that’s  O.K.,  then  ... ." 

"I  just  want  to  give  you  a  hand  to  take  things  in  from  your  car." 

"It  is  really  not  necessary.  You  still  have  some  45  minutes  drive  back  home.  Til 
be  done  in  ten  minutes,  or  so,  ...  and  then  that’s  it." 

"Well,  thank  you  very  much.  It  was  a  very  nice  outing.  I  had  a  great  time.  You 
did  a  terrific  job." 

"Thank  you.  I  had  a  great  time.  Have  a  safe  drive  home.  Bye." 

"Bye." 

I  gave  her  a  light  goodbye  kiss,  and  she  drove  away.  I  was  still  puzzled  about 
where  we  stood.  Yes,  it  was  a  very  nice  weekend.  Everything  seemed  to  be  working 
well.  Still,  the  atmosphere  between  us  did  not  appear  to  warm  up.  It  was  not  cooler 
either,  than  it  was  before.  It  was  just  the  same.  Well,  I  did  not  know  what  to  think. 
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Then,  a  surprise  once  again,  I  got  an  invitation  to  come  over  to  her  place  on  the 
Fourth  of  July,  for  a  family  picnic.  Fourth  of  July  is  the  independence  day  of  the  good 
old  U.S.,  and  a  family  picnic  was  quite  an  ordinary  event.  Of  course,  the  invitation  came 
in  the  form  of  a  note  she  sent  me  in  a  letter.  I  responded  by  calling  her  on  the  phone.  She 
suggested,  I  should  come  rather  early,  even  before  lunch,  so  we  would  have  plenty  of 
time  together. 

"How  about  ten  -  ten-thirty?”  I  asked. 

"That  would  be  just  fine,”  she  answered.  “But,  are  you  sure  you  did  not  have  any 
other  plans.  It  is  only  several  days  away." 

"Oh,  yes.  I  am  positive;  my  calendar  is  empty,”  I  assured  her. 

"Also,  come  early  only  if  you  don't  mind  going  with  me  to  the  vegetable  garden  I 
have  close  by.  If  it  is  O.K.  with  you,  be  here  no  later  than  by  ten,”  she  added. 

"I,  actually,  would  love  to  go  with  you  and  see  your  garden.  What  should  I  bring? 
I  mean  for  the  picnic." 

"Nothing.  You  don't  need  to  bring  anything." 

"Well,  how  about  a  watermelon?" 

"If  you  insist,  a  watermelon  will  be  nice." 

'Til  see  you  then." 

"I  look  forward  to  seeing  you.  Bye,”  she  concluded  our  phone  conversation. 

I  was  there  at  her  place  at  ten  to  ten,  with  a  nice  size  watermelon,  on  the  Fourth  of 
July.  She  lived  in  a  one-bedroom  apartment  within  an  apartment  complex  of  several 
hundreds  of  apartments.  It  was  located  at  the  northern  edge  of  Ithaca,  which  is  a  small 
and  very  typical  college  town.  She  had  a  nice  apartment,  with  a  large  living  room  and 
dining  area,  with  a  good  size  kitchen.  Her  mother  lived  two  rows  away  down  the  hill,  in 
a  very  similar  apartment.  Except,  that  her  mother's  apartment  was  well  furnished,  almost, 
too  full,  while  Trudy's  place  was  almost  empty.  There  was  a  small  table  and  some  plants, 
which  nicely  decorated  the  room.  However,  her  bedroom  contained  only  a  mattress  on 
the  floor.  Her  garden  was  about  fifteen  minutes  drive  from  her  home,  a  piece  of  land  that 
was  given  on  loan  by  Cornell  University  to  number  of  people  and  was  divided  by 
sections.  She  had  a  nice  piece  of  land  growing  onions,  tomatoes,  lettuce,  and  who  knows 
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what  other  things.  Except,  her  section  was  quite  a  distance  from  the  water  source,  which 
was  detrimental  in  any  dry  weather.  That  is  just  what  happened  to  be  in  these  days  since 
our  camping  trip.  We  spent  a  couple  of  hours  in  the  garden  and  did  some  work  weeding 
and  cleaning  on  a  portion. 

I  articulated  to  Trudy  that  I  used  to  be  seriously  involved  in  the  vegetable  garden 
many  years  earlier:  -  “Of  course  I  did  some  gardening,  when  we  owned  a  house,  both  in 
Israel  and  in  Rochester.  We  were  growing  some  flowers,  cactuses,  trees  and  mostly 
grass.  However,  some  thirty-five  years  ago,  when  I  went  to  Israel  and  lived  in  a  kibbutz  I 
had  worked  in  the  vegetable  garden  as  my  full  time  occupation.  Although  my  objective 
was  not  actually  to  work  in  the  vegetable  garden,  but  that  is  what  my  assignment  was.  I 
really  wanted  to  be  a  tractorist,  a  tractor  driver.  That  is,  because  I  did  have  mechanical 
aptitude  and  it  seemed  to  me  that  working  on  a  tractor  in  the  fields  would  marry  both  my 
childhood  desire  and  my  Zionist  inspiration.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  when  I  was  a  teenager,  I 
wanted  to  be  an  engineer,  an  electrical  engineer.  I  did  have  all  kind  of  inventions  and 
was  busy  building  things.  But,  when  I  became  a  Zionist,  I  changed  my  mind,  to  the 
dismay  of  my  father.  Yet  in  the  Kibbutz,  it  took  three  years  until  there  was  an  opening 
and  I  was  placed  and  trained  to  be  a  tractor  driver.  So,  first  I  worked  with  hands  and  a 
mule  to  plow  and  cultivate  the  vegetable  garden.  It  was  not  my  cup  of  tea,  as  the  saying 
goes.  I  had  a  hard  time  to  learn  how  to  handle  the  mule.  Every  time  it  ran  away,  I  had 
difficulty  to  control  it.  Next,  I  became  an  “expert”  on  watering.  I  dug  out  and  arranged 
water  channels  between  the  lines  of  the  various  growths  to  let  the  water  flow.  Then,  I 
became  a  specialist  on  various  machinery  to  spray  and  powder  the  tomato  and  cucumber 
plantations,  among  other  things.  When  I  started  working  on  a  tractor,  it  was  a  small 
specialized  tractor  suitable  for  the  vegetable  garden.  Finally,  I  made  it  to  be  a  full- 
fledged  tractor  driver.  Mostly  I  worked  on  medium  size  Caterpillar  tractors,  and  I  did 
plowing,  disking,  planting,  etc.  of  large  fields.  Sometimes  I  worked  on  bulldozer,  which 
I  really  enjoyed,  experiencing  the  power  of  the  machine.  I  did  enjoy  being  a  tractor 
driver.  I  felt  like  I  was  really  accomplishing  something.  It  fit  me  well.” 
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In  the  meantime,  we  were  back  to  her  house.  It  seemed  good  to  take  off  some 
time  and  relax.  We  settled  down  at  the  swimming  pool,  which  was  close  by,  just  a  few 
steps  from  her  home.  We  swam  and  were  enjoying  ourselves  sitting  around  next  to  the 
pool.  The  weather  was  rather  warm  and  there  was  lots  of  sunshine.  It  was  a  perfect  day, 
specifically  for  the  Fourth  of  July.  After  a  while  Trudy  went  in  to  do  some  cooking  and 
to  get  ready.  Soon  I  followed  her  in,  took  a  shower  and  got  dressed. 

As  soon  as  the  meal  got  prepared  we,  took  the  dishes  over  to  Trudy’s  mother’s 
house  where  it  was  served  along  with  what  ever  else  was  prepared  there.  We  were  seven 
of  us  sitting  around  the  table.  It  was  a  very  nice  and  typical  Fourth  of  July  family  dinner. 
There  was  on  the  menu  barbecued  chicken,  com-on-the-cob,  potatoes,  salads,  apple  pie, 
watermelon  and  the  drinks.  It  was  a  pleasant  family  gathering,  with  congenial,  but 
general  conversation.  Trudy's  mother  was  quite  aged  and  almost  completely  blind. 
However,  she  managed  pretty  well.  She  was  moving  around  and  was  very  much  aware 
of  everything  around  her.  But,  just  in  case,  there  were  emergency  devices  around.  It 
came  to  an  end  at  around  eight  o'clock.  That  is  when  I  said  good  night  and  drove  back 
home  to  Elmira. 

In  the  following  couple  of  weeks  Trudy  and  I  talked  on  the  phone  a  few  times. 
Then  I  got  busy.  Gaby  and  his  family  (his  wife  Judit  and  two  daughters,  my 
grandchildren  Maya  and  Oryan)  came  for  a  visit.  They  spent  a  couple  of  days  in  Elmira 
with  me  and  following  that  we  all  together  traveled  to  New  York  City  for  some  4-5  days. 
We,  actually  did  spend  some  good  times  together.  We  were  going  around,  seeing 
different  places,  and  doing  some  shopping.  When  I  returned  home  there  was  another, 
short  letter  from  Trudy.  This  was  of  a  very  different  tone.  The  letter  said  that  either  by 
being  lonely,  or  because  of  other  reasons,  her  friendship  with  her  prior  boyfriend  from 
Philadelphia  had  been  renewed.  He  had  visited  her  in  Ithaca,  and  they  were  back 
together.  Her  letter  also  said  that  since  I  am  a  very  nice,  interesting  and  caring  man,  I 
should  not  have  difficulty  finding  myself  another  woman.  In  other  words,  in  short,  I  was 
dumped.  Well,  it  certainly  was  an  unexpected  and  unpleasant  surprise.  It  was  hurting 
very  much,  since  my  heart  was  out  for  her.  I  called  her  up,  and  we  made  one  more 
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rendezvous.  I  tried  to  make  a  last  ditch  and  desperate  effort  in  order  to  change  her  mind, 
but,  of  course,  with  no  such  luck. 

"I  am  not  sure  why,”  she  said,  when  we  got  together,  “but  I  am  still  attracted  to 
this  man.  So,  we  renewed  our  relationship." 

"I  guess  it  would  be  a  long  distance  relationship,”  I  responded,  “since  he  lives  in 
Philadelphia.  And,  ...you  kept  saying  that  I  lived  far  away,  ...  in  Elmira.”  I  added, 
somewhat  sarcastically. 

"Well, ...  that  is  true,”  she  smirked. 

"And,  you  said  you  thought  it  was  good  that  you  moved,  so  it  made  it  easier  to 
break  away,”  I  stated. 

"I  thought  so  ...  I  figured  that  our  relation  had  ended,  but  apparently  it  has  not,” 
she  murmured.  “Maybe,  he  is  good  in  bed  ...  well,  I  should  not  say  that." 

"Why  not, ...  if  that  is  the  case,”  I  replied.  But,  I  was  thinking,  she  never  really 
gave  me  the  chance  to  see  how  good  I  might  have  been. 

"I  am  really  very  sorry.” 

"Nothing  to  be  sorry  about.” 

"Maybe,  I  should  never  have  gone  out  with  you,  and  we  should  not  have  dated  so 
you  would  not  get  hurt,”  she  continued. 

"Oh  no,”  I  objected,  somewhat  sharply.  “That  is  for  the  par.  Don't  say  that." 

"But,  you  would  not  be  in  pain  now,”  she  argued. 

"However,”  I  argued  back,  “if  I  want  to  live,  and  I  certainly  do,  I  take  the  risk. 
That  is  a  chance  one  has  to  take.  I  prefer  that  over  not  doing  anything,  like  dying 
psychologically  at  least,  or  just  being  by  myself.  It  was  nice,  I  had  a  good  time  with  you, 
whatever  we  did  and  we  did  some  things." 

"Oh,  I  had  a  good  time  with  you,  too.  It  was  very  nice  ... .  I  was  glad  to  know 
you,  but ...”  she  added. 

"And, ...  good  luck  to  you,”  I  cut  in.  “...  Don't  worry.  I'll  survive." 

"I  am  sure  you  will;  Good  luck  to  you,  too." 

With  that  we  parted.  A  year  and  a  half  later  I  received  a  Christmas  card  from 
Trudy.  It  came  from  Las  Vegas,  Nevada.  She  had  moved  there,  where  she  had  lived 
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some  years  earlier  before  coming  (back)  to  Ithaca.  Somewhat  I  was  wondering,  what  if 
we  had  gotten  together?  Would  has  she  have  still  moved  to  Las  Vegas,  then  too? 
Probably.  In  any  case,  she  is  an  intelligent,  interesting  and  exciting  Lady.  Too  bad  it 
turned  out  that  way.  Oh,  well,  at  least,  for  her,  she  is  close  to  the  real,  big,  Grand 
Canyon.  I  hope  she  is  happy. 
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12.  IN  TORONTO,...  AND  THE  HOLOCAUST. 


Some  couple  of  months  later,  following  the  parting  from  Trudy,  I  met  Julie.  It 
was  at  a  “garage  sale”  of  the  Adirondack  Mountain  Club  (A.D.K.),  a  special  activity  of 
the  club.  She  was  buying  all  kind  of  stuff  for  hiking  and  backpacking.  I  was  one  of  the 
organizers.  She  had  been  separated  from  her  husband  just  eight  months  or  so.  He  had 
gotten  involved  with  another  woman.  Julie  started  a  new  life  and  joined  the  Club.  We 
started  talking,  getting  to  know  each  other,  and  pretty  soon  stopped  for  some  coffee  after 
the  club  activity.  All  this  had  happened  just  about  a  year  ago.  It  did  not  take  very  long 
before  I  started  picking  her  up  in  the  morning  as  I  was  going  to  join  a  hike  and  bringing 
her  back  home  in  the  evening.  Then  we  went  to  the  movies,  and  to  visit  the  mall  together 
with  her  daughters.  At  some  point,  some  three  months  after  we  met,  she  came  to  my 
place  and  we  became  what  you  call  “boy  and  girl  friends”,  or  “significant  others”,  or  just 
a  couple. 

We  were  going  to  hikes,  camping,  and  cross  country  skiing  in  the  winter  when 
there  was  snow.  Usually,  either  I  picked  Julie  up  in  the  morning  or  I  already  slept  there 
at  her  place  and  we  went  together.  Our  life  became  closely  connected  in  just  about  every 
respect.  Julie  had  two  daughters,  14  and  17  years  old.  The  older  had  a  boyfriend  and 
they  were  spending  considerable  time  together.  By  age  they  fit  pretty  well  my  sons,  and 
got  along  quite  well  with  them  when  they  were  visiting.  I  was  there  when  she  was 
“served”  with  the  documents  in  the  process  of  divorcing  her  husband.  She  worked  as  a 
computer  programmer  at  Cornell's  data  Processing  department.  Basically,  she  was  a 
fairly  typical  housewife  from  the  Midwest,  living  in  a  nice  country  home  between  Ithaca 
and  Elmira.  The  house  was  on  a  fairly  good  size  lot  with  a  so-called  farm  pond.  Her 
husband  was  a  college  professor  who  got  involved  with  another  woman  and  left.  It  was 
devastating  for  her,  but  I  was  helping  her  to  recoup,  to  be  truthful.  She  was  gaining 
ground  and  started  standing  on  her  own  pretty  rapidly.  We  seemed  to  be  getting  along 
very  well,  spending  lots  of  time  together.  I  was  hanging  out  at  her  place  and  helping  out 
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with  the  house  chores.  I  fixed  what  needed  to  be  fixed.  There  is  always  something  to  do 
in  a  house  with  a  big  yard  like  hers.  Room  for  improvements,  cutting  the  grass,  cleaning 
the  yard,  all  kinds  of  maintenance  -  you  name  it.  But,  there  was  another  aspect  to  her  life. 
That  is  her  involvement  in  A.A.  (Alcoholic  Anonymous).  She  was  a  recovering 
alcoholic,  which  coincided  with  her  husband's  departing.  From  her  viewpoint  it  was  the 
greatest  thing  that  could  have  happened  to  her,  but  from  my  viewpoint  it  was  a  very 
mixed  blessing.  She  saw  the  world  in  a  different  way,  and  I  learned  a  lot  about  alcohol 
and  its  affect.  Well,  that  is  another  and  a  long  story. 

The  fiftieth  birthday  is  a  big  one,  for  some  reason.  It  needs  to  be  celebrated  in  a 
big  way.  Although  I  am  not  sure  why  the  round  figures  of  30,  40,  and  especially  50  are 
considered  the  big  ones,  but  they  are.  They  are  just  one  more  year  in  the  ladder  of  aging 
and  we  really  have  no  need  to  feel  any  differently  than  in  any  other  year.  But,  that  is  the 
way  it  became  custom,  so  we  keep  ourselves  to  it,  most  of  the  time.  So  my  very  new 
girlfriend  at  the  time,  Julie,  was  becoming  fifty  and  I  thought  to  impress  her  with  by 
preparing  a  really  nice  celebration.  After  some  thinking  and  deliberation,  I  suggested  a 
trip  to  Toronto,  Canada.  We  would  go  to  a  nice  show,  have  a  nice  dinner  in  a  nice 
restaurant,  stroll  the  big  central  mall  called  Eaton  Center  and  enjoy  visiting  the  city.  She 
had  never  been  to  Toronto  before,  while  I  had  visited  a  number  of  times.  The  first  time  I 
went,  it  was  with  Gaby,  my  oldest  son,  when  he  was  going  to  high  school.  Chana,  my 
wife,  was  supposed  to  come,  too,  but  she  got  sick  in  the  very  last  moment.  We  went  to 
see  my  father's  old  friend.  It  was  a  nice  visit,  very  cordial.  Since  then,  just  about  every 
two  to  three  years  we  went  and  spent  two  to  three  days  in  Toronto.  It  is  a  really  nice 
place  to  visit.  We  always  had  a  good  time.  Now,  I  was  living  in  a  small  town,  close  to 
two  hours  drive  south  of  Rochester.  It  would  take  two  hours  longer  to  get  to  Toronto. 
Maybe  that  is  why  I  hadn't  gone  anymore,  and  that  is  why  Julie  had  never  been  there.  So 
it  would  be  more  of  a  special  occasion.  The  suggestion  was  very  well  received.  We 
picked  the  Labor  Day  weekend,  a  long  weekend,  close  enough  to  the  actual  birthday. 

I  left  work  on  Friday  at  lunch  time,  just  as  I  finished  a  sandwich  and  a  can  of 
soda.  All  preparations  were  completed  and  everything  was  ready  to  go.  I  had  my  packed 
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suitcase  in  my  car,  including  the  champagne,  the  present,  and  a  greeting  card,  too.  The 
car  was  checked  out  and  filled  up  with  gas.  The  theater  tickets  were  in  my  pocket. 
Reservations  were  made  in  Toronto's  Town  Inn.  All  I  had  to  do  was  to  pick  up  the 
special  birthday  cake  on  the  way  to  her  place.  She  was  just  about  ready,  when  I  got  to 
her.  The  weather  was  very  nice.  It  was  sunny  and  quite  warm.  Just  about  perfect.  It 
looked  like  it  hardly  could  have  been  better.  It  was  close  to  1:30  when  she  kissed  good- 
by  to  her  daughters  and  we,  took  off.  We  were  on  our  way.  We  turned  north  past  Ithaca 
taking  Route  96.  We  had  some  four  and  a  half  hour  drive. 

"Well,  hi!”  She  said,  opening  up  the  conversation. 

"Hi  !”  I  answered.  “Are  you  ready  for  the  adventure?" 

"Sure,  I  am.”  She  responded,  and  continued.  “It  is  a  beautiful  day.  Could  not  be 
any  better.  I  hope  it  is  the  same  up  there  and  hopefully  will  stay  like  that  for  the  whole 
weekend.  I  don't  know  what  the  weather  report  is." 

"As  much  as  they  know  it  should  be  just  as  good  all  weekend.  At  least  that  is  the 
prediction.  There  is  a  general  high  pressure  dominating  the  whole  area  and  no  sign  of 
rain.  Let's  hope  that  is  right." 

"Sounds  good  to  me,  I’ll  buy  it." 

"We  shall  see.  In  either  case,  we  are  going  to  have  a  good  time,  I  hope,”  I  added. 

"I  certainly  hope  so.”  Then  she  inquired,  “How  long  of  a  drive  are  we  going  to 

have?" 

"I  estimate  about  4  Vi  hours  of  actual  driving.  But,  I  assume  we  will  stop  for  a 
cup  of  coffee  on  the  way.  So,  it  looks  like  we  should  be  in  Toronto,  in  our  hotel,  at  about 
seven  to  half  past  seven.  Still  in  good  time  for  dinner,”  I  answered. 

"I  have  never  been  in  Toronto.  Is  it  a  big  place?" 

"Yes,  it  is  a  fairly  large  city,  maybe  some  three  to  four  million  people  live  in  it." 

"Were  you  ever  in  there  before?" 

"Oh,  yes,”  I  replied.  “Many  times." 

"I  am  really  curious,  I  hardly  can  wait  to  see  it,”  Julie  responded. 

We  talked  a  little  more  about  Toronto,  when  she  suddenly  turned  to  me  and  said: 
“We  really  have  lots  of  time  to  talk  uninterruptedly.  So  this  might  be  a  good  time  for  you 
to  continue  to  tell  your  story  of  the  war  times.  If  you  do  not  mind  to  talking  about  it,  that 
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is.  I  thought  this  would  be  a  good  way  to  get  to  know  you  better,  which  I  would  like  to 
do." 

"No,  I  do  not  mind  talking  about  it  at  all.  If  you  are  interested,  you  are  right,  we 
do  have  plenty  of  time  available  for  us.  I  can  talk,  if  you  have  the  patience  to  listen." 

"We  used  to  talk  about  those  things  some  time  back,  at  the  very  beginning  of  our 
relationship.  I  would  like  you  to  continue.  I  think  you  were  telling  last  about,  when  the 
Germans  entered  and  occupied  Hungary.  You  were  saying  how  the  situation  became 
worse  and  so  on.  Why  don't  you  start  from  when  the  German  army  occupation  occurred 
and  go  from  there.  Maybe  on  this  trip  we  can  finish  to  the  end  of  the  war,”  she  insisted. 

"O.K.,  HI  start,  but  if  it  becomes  boring,  just  stop  me,”  I  answered. 

"It  was  March  19th,  1944,  Sunday,  in  Budapest.  It  was  a  clear,  nice  sunny  spring 
day.  All  the  snow  was  gone.  The  family  was  together  and  we  had  just  finished  our 
breakfast.  My  father  talked  about  going  for  a  little  walk  later  on.  We  would  be  going 
down  on  the  Andrassy  Boulevard,  which  is  a  wide  route,  like  a  parkway  leading  to  the 
big  city  park.  My  twin  sister  and  myself  would  be  going  along,  while  my  brother  would 
not.  He  was  preparing  for  a  Purim  costume  party.  My  mother,  she  did  not  say  what  she 
would  be  doing.  Then,  as  we  turned  on  the  radio  to  listen  to  some  Sunday  morning 
classical  music  and  the  news,  it  did  not  have  the  regular  schedule.  It  played  military 
marches  without  any  announcements.  We  were  frozen  and  waited  for  the  developments. 
At  about  10  a.m.,  we  heard  and  saw  a  fairly  large  number  of  German  airplanes  flying 
over.  It  did  not  take,  too  long  before  we  learned  the  bad  news.  The  German  military 
machine  had  moved  into  and  occupied  Hungary.  The  Hungarian  leader,  Nicholus  Horthy 
the  Regent  was  in  Germany  visiting  Hitler,  and  early  in  the  morning  the  German  Army 
crossed  the  border.  There  was  no  resistance;  Hungary  was  an  ally  to  Germany,  anyway. 
The  Hungarian  Army  was  fighting  on  the  side  of  the  Germans  on  the  Russian  front.  By  3 
p.m.  the  occupation  was  fairly  complete,  and  now  Hungary  was  under  direct  German 
rule.  In  Budapest,  the  main  roads  were  full  of  German  military.  Hotels  were  taken  over 
by  the  German  command,  and  railway  stations  were  under  German  military  control.  The 
radio  returned  to  “a  normal  schedule  but  now  with  mostly  German  programs.”  The  news 
announced  the  formation  of  a  new  government.  The  moderate  Kallay  was  gone,  and  a 
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Nazi  sympathizer,  Sztojay,  was  the  new  prime  minister.  Looking  out  our  apartment 
windows,  a  block  away  we  could  see  the  headquarters  of  the  Hungarian  Nazi  Party,  the 
Arrow  Cross.  There  was  considerable  activity.” 

“Our  mood  became  sober.  We  did  not  go  for  the  planned  walk,  and  my  brother's 
Purim  party  was  canceled.  Our  father  was  quiet  and  worried.  He  knew  -  we  all  knew  - 
we  were  looking  ahead  to  face  some  very  hard  times.  The  stakes  were  even  beyond  that, 
it  was  a  matter  of  survival.  Would  we  survive  the  coming  months  or  years  that  was  the 
real  issue.  Who  really  knew  how  long  the  war  would  last.  Who  really  could  tell  how 
much  the  Hungarians  would  resist,  or  rather  really  care  to  resist  the  German 
extermination  effort  of  the  Jewish  people.  We  were  not  even  fully  aware  of  the 
systematic  extermination  that  was  going  on  all  over  Europe  under  German  occupation. 
We  did  not  know  much  about  all  the  death  camps  of  Auschwitz,  Dachau,  Treblinka, 
Birkenau,  Bergen-Belsen,  and  the  many  others.  We  did  not  want  to  know.  Well,  we 
knew  about  the  Germans  putting  thousands,  rather  millions  of  Jewish  people  in  ghettos 
and  concentration  camps.  We  knew  about  the  bad  treatments  and  mass  killings,  but  we 
tried  to  ignore  them.  They  were  in  Poland,  and  other  places,  but  'it  could  not  happen  to 
us  here  in  Hungary.'  Now,  that  false  security  seemed  even  weaker  and  very  questionable. 
We  did  not  talk  about  it,  but  we  had  all  these  thoughts  on  our  mind.  We  were  silent  and 
grave.  It  did  not  take  long  to  find  out  our  worries  were  justified.  By  that  very  same 
evening  thousands  of  people  were  taken  into  concentration  camps,  just  outside  of 
Budapest.  Many  were  arrested  as  they  were  arriving  back  on  the  train  to  Budapest  from  a 
Sunday  trip.  Thousands  more  were  arrested  in  the  following  days.  These  people  were 
kept  for  months,  without  any  reason  given  and/or  trial.  Eventually  most  of  them  were 
deported  to  Auschwitz.” 

“The  next  morning  looked  like  any  other  morning,  but  it  was  different.  We  went 
to  school,  and  my  parents  went  to  work.  But  within  days  the  first  laws  and  regulations 
started  appearing.  We  had  to  take  our  radio  (the  only  one  we  had)  and  our  bicycles  and 
surrender  them  to  the  authorities.  They  were  gone  forever.  In  a  few  days  we  had  to  wear 
a  big  yellow  star  on  the  outside  on  our  attire  whenever  we  were  outdoors.  Zsuzsi,  my 
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sister  had  a  friend  who  was  a  Zionist.  He  came  to  us  suggesting  that  my  sister  and  I 
could  go  with  him  in  escaping  to  Romania.  From  there  we  could  go  to  Palestine,  and  get 
away  from  what  we  were  facing.  My  father  was  vehemently  against  it,  so  we  stayed. 
Later  we  learned  about  his  fate,  which  was  bad.  He  was  caught,  beaten  up  badly  and 
deported  to  one  of  the  death  camps.  My  parents,  each  of  them  had  to  find  a  Christian 
that,  took  over  the  ownership  of  their  businesses,  at  least  by  name.  Eventually  they  had 
to  stop  working  all  together.  We  did  obtain,  via  our  other  Zionist  friends,  some  false 
Christian  papers  for  every  eventuality.  The  Germans  set  up  their  special  unit  with  Adolf 
Eichmann  at  the  head  to  deal  with  'the  Jewish  question'.  Adolf  Eichman  was  the  person 
who  was  caught  by  the  Israeli  intelligence  and  brought  to  trial  from  Argentina  to  Israel. 
The  trial  has  since  brought  to  light  lots  of  the  details.  Of  course,  he  was  found  guilty  and 
executed.  As  a  side  note,  that  trial  was  a  great  influence  on  my  oldest  son,  Gaby,  in 
becoming  a  lawyer.  At  some  point  my  father  and  my  mother  had  to  appear  before  the 
Gestapo  for  questioning.  They  were  accused  of  listening  to  London  on  the  radio,  while 
we  did  not  even  have  a  radio.  It  was  a  very  bad  and  frightening  experience,  but  the 
Gestapo  let  them  go.  At  the  bottom  line,  we  could  not  have  much  illusion  of  what  was  in 
store  for  us." 


By  that  time  we  were  on  the  Thruway  close  to  Buffalo.  We  were  just  passing  a 
sign  for  a  rest  area,  so  I  suggested  a  pit  and  coffee  stop. 

"It's  a  good  idea,”  she  answered. 

I  pulled  in  to  the  rest  area.  We  went  to  the  rest  rooms  (respectively,  of  course). 
We  picked  up  our  coffee  and  doughnuts  and  sat  at  a  table. 

"I  can  see  how  the  impression  of  that  day  stayed  with  you  all  these  years.”  She 
referred  to  my  story  of  March  19th.  “It  was  like  a  turning  point.  Do  I  understand 
correctly  if  the  Germans  had  not  occupied  Hungary  in  this  last  year  of  the  war,  you 
people  could  have  gotten  through  without  really  hard  times?" 

"That  is  probably  a  correct  assumption,”  I  answered. 


157 


"What  you  are  telling  me  is  that  the  main  driving  force  against  the  Jews  was 
coming  from  the  Germans.  They  were  the  driving  force  in  the  killing  of  the  millions  of 
the  Jewish  people." 

"That  is  quite  true.  That  is  not  to  say  that  the  other  countries  were  not  practicing 
anti-Semitism.  They  were.  The  Polish  people,  the  Ukrainians,  the  Romanians,  the 
Hungarians,  all  were  basically  anti-Semitic.  They  did  have  laws  restricting  and 
discriminating  against  the  Jews.  In  other  countries  there  might  have  been  various  degrees 
of  anti-Semitism,  like  in  France,  or  in  some  western  nations  there  was  little  if  any,  like  in 
the  Netherlands,  Belgium,  or  Denmark.  But  under  German  occupation  every  country  had 
an  extermination  program.  It  should  be  added  that  it  targeted  some  other  nationalities  as 
well,  like  the  Gypsies  and  the  Russians,  and  political  prisoners,  as  well,”  I  maintained. 

"I  have  to  admit,  I  never  gave  that  much  thought  to  the  issue.  That  is  terrible, 
what  you  and  your  family  and  every  Jewish  person  had  to  face,”  Julie  said,  as  we  were 
ready  to  continue  on  the  road  and  with  my  story. 

"By  June  1st,  I  believe,  we,  all  Jews,  were  concentrated  in  designated  Jewish 
houses.  The  government  allocated  certain  apartment  houses  in  Budapest  where  Jews 
could  live.  No  other  place.  Until  now,  my  father's  World  War  I  military  medals  had 
helped  to  get  some  privileges.  But  that  faded  away.  Our  apartment  house  where  we  lived 
was  not  included.  So  we  had  to  find  a  place  for  ourselves  to  move  to  with  another  family. 
Of  course,  the  designated  houses  were  in  limited  numbers,  and  had  to  bear  a  big  six 
pointed  yellow  star  on  them.  We  were  the  third  family  moved  into  one  apartment  of  one 
of  the  designated  houses.  Three  families  had  to  get  along.  It  was  not,  too  far,  maybe  20- 
30  minutes  walk  from  where  we  used  to  live.  Of  course,  it  was  pretty  crammed,  but 
basically  livable.  In  the  meantime  the  schools  closed  earlier  than  "normal"  times,  (which 
we  did  not  mind,  too  badly).” 

“My  brother,  Laci,  was  drafted  and  left  home.  He  joined  a  military  unit:  work 
troupe  called  labour  service.  His  weapon  was  a  shovel  or  the  like.  However,  he  was 
working  in  the  kitchen,  peeling  potatoes  and  cleaning  pots  and  pans.  He  was  lucky, 
because  his  military  unit  was  pretty  lenient.  We  received  letters  from  him,  for  some  time. 
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As  we  agreed  when  he  left,  he  coded  his  letters  for  us,  so  we  knew  it  was  true.  My 
brother  was  fortunate  to  be  in  a  relatively  'good'  unit.  Then,  as  the  war  progressed,  we 
lost  contact  and  we  did  not  know  anything  about  him  for  quite  a  while.  Some  units  were 
bad,  with  an  anti-Semitic  commander.  In  those  units  the  Jewish  work  groups  suffered 
terribly.  There  were  bad  treatments  and  killings.  There  were  punishments,  when  people 
were  hung  up  side  down  for  hours,  or  starting  randomly  every  tenth  person  was  executed. 
At  the  next  screw  tightening,  after  we  moved  together,  we  were  allowed  to  leave  the 
houses  and  be  on  the  streets  only  for  a  few  hours  a  day.  The  rest  of  the  time  it  was 
curfew  for  us.  And  even  when  we  could  be  on  the  streets,  we  were  not  allowed  to  use  the 
public  transportation.  However,  this  was  a  period  when  we  were  settling  in  to  live  in  the 
new  place  under  the  new  conditions.  At  the  time,  we  did  not  fully  realize  how  much 
better  off  we  were  in  Budapest,  than  the  Jewish  population  of  the  countryside.  As  we 
later  learned,  in  the  same  period  gradually  all  the  400,000  Jews  in  the  countryside  first 
were  put  in  ghettos,  and  then,  between  May  15th  and  July  the  7th,  they  all  were  collected 
and  deported  mostly  to  Auschwitz.  They  all  were  put  on  trains,  and  all  were  crammed 
and  locked  in  cattle  cars.  In  a  long  four  to  five  day  terrible  trip,  without  food  and  water 
they  were  transported  to  the  death  camps.  Those  that  survived  the  trip  were  put  through  a 
heartbreaking  selection  process.  Lots  of  them,  but  mainly  the  children,  the  sick  and  the 
old  were  sent  directly  to  the  gas  chamber.  The  rest  were  taken  to  the  surrounding  camps 
to  work  as  slave  laborers.  They  worked  15-16  hours  a  day  in  war  factories.  They  lived  in 
terrible  conditions,  with  very  little  food  and  constant  death  threats.  They  were  standing 
for  hours  in  line  for  roll-call,  slept  four-five  on  bunk  beds,  cramped,  with  hardly  enough 
room.  They  were  beaten  severely  to  be  punished  for  just  about  anything.  There  were  few 
who  survived.  However,  we  in  Budapest  were  spared  all  that,  at  this  time,  late  summer  - 
early  spring,  anyway.  There  were  two  reasons  behind  it,  as  much  as  we  could  figure  out 
later  on:  The  war  was  progressing,  the  Soviet  Army  was  crossing  the  Karpats,  the  chain 
of  mountains  on  the  border  of  Hungary  on  the  North-East.  The  need  for  trains  was  bigger 
to  supply  the  military.  The  second  reason  was  some  melting  of  the  Hungarian  resolve 
against  the  Jews.  There  was  a  letter  from  the  Swedish  King  to  Horthy,  and  some 
intervention  by  the  Red  Cross,  and  Christian  churches  that  may  have  contributed  to  stop 
further  deportations  -  at  least  for  the  time  being.” 


159 


“These  months  were  somewhat  quiet  and  lingering.  However,  the  bombing  of 
Budapest  gradually  increased.  It  was  June  or  July  when  the  first  large  scale  bombing 
started.  Flocks  of  American  bombers  were  coming  from  the  south,  from  bases  in  Italy, 
and  laid  down  waves  of  carpet  bombing.  At  first  they  were  hitting  the  industrial  sector 
but  gradually  they  were  attacking  all  places.  The  time  we  spent  in  the  air  raid  shelter 
became  more  often  and  longer,  day  and  night.  My  job  was  to  sit  next  to  a  battery,  and  if 
the  lights  went  out  I  had  to  connect  the  emergency  light.  I  also  had  to  go  do  some  clean 
up  work  in  different  areas  of  the  city  following  the  bombing  damage.  On  other  times, 
with  a  few  of  the  boys  in  the  house,  we  got  involved  in  the  building  of  model  planes. 
That,  took  up  some  of  the  free  time  and  reduced  the  boredom.  We  even,  took  the  risk  and 
went  out  without  our  yellow  star  to  buy  the  material  needed.  You  had  to  have  your 
documents  with  you.  We  had  some  false  Christian  papers,  just  in  case.  But  all  they  had 
to  do,  which  generally  they  did,  was  drop  your  trousers  and  check  if  you  were 
circumcised.  We  could  have  been  caught,  but  we  were  lucky  and  were  not.  Maybe  we 
needed  some  challenge,  which  was  not  very  smart  thing  to  do.  In  the  evenings,  there 
were  a  couple  of  young  neighboring  girls,  refugees,  and  I  got  involved  with  one  of  them. 

I  had  my  first  experiences.  So  the  time  was  going  by,  counting  the  days.  But  it  seemed 
somewhat  more  relaxed  as  we  got  used  to  the  air  raids.  There  was  a  Jewish  Council 
established  with  Jews  to  handle  our  affairs.  A  guy  called  Kastner  was  negotiating  with 
the  Germans  to  avoid  further  deportations.  The  Swedish  were  active  in  rescue 
operations.  The  legendary  Raoul  Wallenberg,  a  Swedish  diplomat,  was  in  the  center  of 
activity  to  issue  'passports'  and  other  protective  papers,  and  to  establish  protected  houses. 
We  were  watching  how  the  war  was  progressing;  too  slowly  for  us.  On  June  6th.  the 
western  allies  invaded  at  Normandy  in  France  and  the  second  front  was  opened.  By  that 
time  the  occupation  of  the  southern  two-  thirds  of  Italy  was  accomplished.  On  the  eastern 
front  the  Soviet  Army  was  just  a  few  miles  from  Warsaw.  On  August  25th.  Paris  was 
liberated,  and  by  September  15th.  Romania  and  Bulgaria  were  in  Soviet  hands.  The 
Russian  forces  were  entering  Hungary  from  the  eastern  end.  Horthy  deposed  the  Nazi 
Sztojay  government  and  replaced  him  with  General  Lakatos.  There  were  rumors  of 
Hungarian  movement  to  capitulate,  to  break  away  from  the  Germans.  We  were  all  more 
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optimistic  and  hopeful  of  survival.  The  second  week  of  October  my  brother  showed  up, 
unexpectedly.  He  had  gotten  away  from  his  unit  and  made  it  home.  Of  course,  we  all 
were  happy  to  have  him  home.  Then  came  October  16th.  the  coup  that  was  staged  by  the 
Arrow  Cross  men,  the  Hungarian  Nazis,  with  the  direction  and  the  full  assistance  of  the 
German  military.” 

“The  day  of  October  16th.  started  with  rumors  of  an  announcement  on  the  radio 
by  Admiral  Horthy.  It  said  that  there  was  a  cease-fire  with  the  Russians  and  that  all 
Hungarians  should  lay  down  their  weapons.  In  one  hour  other  rumors  began  circulating, 
which  unfortunately  turned  out  to  be  accurate.  That  was,  that  Horthy  was  arrested  and 
taken  prisoner  by  the  Germans.  There  was  a  new  prime  minister,  Ferencz  Szalasi,  the 
leader  of  the  Arrow  Cross.  We  all  knew  just,  too  well  what  it  meant.  There  were 
shootings  that  could  be  heard.  There  were  no  movements  on  the  streets.  We  closed  the 
house  gate  and  put  out  a  sentry  to  watch.  Later  in  the  day  the  man  disappeared.  He  was 
gone.  It  was  late  the  next  day  when  he  came  back  from  having  been  taken  by  the  Arrow 
Cross  men.  He  was  beaten  up  very  badly.  The  following  days  we  received  notifications. 
In  two  days  I,  my  sister,  my  father  and  my  brother  had  to  go  in,  meaning  we  all  had  been 
drafted.  My  mother  was  baking  some  cakes  and  preparing  some  food,  clothing,  extra 
shoes  all  packed  in  a  backpack.  We  kissed  good-by  early  in  the  morning,  and  said  good 
luck  not  knowing  if  we  would  ever  see  each  other  again.  We  left  home  to  uncertainty: 
each  of  us  to  different  locations,  except  my  father  and  brother  went  together.  I  had  to  go 
to  some  big  soccer  field  where  I  was  attached  to  a  'military'  work  crew.  There  was  a  man 
we  knew  from  the  same  house  we  lived  in  who  reported  at  the  same  location  where  I  did. 
My  mother  asked  him  to  look  after  me,  as  much  as  he  could.  He  promised  to  do  so,  and 
he  did.  We  were  marched  southeast  of  Budapest  some  20-30  miles.  Our  group  was 
stationed  at  some  bam  in  a  village.  We  were  put  to  work  some  12-14  hours  a  day  digging 
anti-tank  trenches.  We  did  that  day  after  day.  We  moved  on  to  different  locations,  and 
continued  to  dig.  It  seemed  to  be  that  we  were  fairly  lucky  with  the  unit  we  fell  in.  Our 
treatment  and  our  guards  were  relatively  lenient.  We  heard  bad  things  about  other  units. 
We  heard  that  at  some  units  the  Jews  were  taken  to  the  forest  and  shot  dead.  Later,  after 
the  war  my  brother  was  telling  about  my  father  wanted  to  join  a  group  of  sick  that  was 
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promised  to  be  taken  back  to  a  hospital.  However,  instead  of  the  hospital  they  were  taken 
to  the  forest  and  were  killed.  We  did  hear  the  rifle  shots.  My  brother  did  not  let  my 
father  go,  which  apparently  saved  him.  You  just  never  knew.” 

After  some  three  to  four  weeks,  we  started  hearing  the  sound  of  artillery  more  and 
more.  The  saying  was  that  the  Red  Army  was  on  the  move,  they  were  close  and  coming. 
We  started  talking  about  how  to  survive  the  running  over  of  the  front  line.  It  was  a 
relaxed  day  or  two.  We  could  steal  some  potatoes  and  onions  in  the  field  and  were  able 
to  make  some  fried  potatoes,  which  tasted  wonderful.  We  were  kind  of  preparing 
ourselves,  at  least  mentally,  for  the  eventuality  of  the  Russian  take  over.  Then,  one 
morning  very  early,  we  were  woken  up  and  ordered  to  pack  and  get  going.  It  was  a  rainy 
day.  We  were  moving  west  joining  other  groups.  We  kept  marching  on  and  on  to  no 
end.  As  we  came  to  the  outskirts  of  Budapest  large  number  of  the  Arrow  Cross  'soldiers' 
arrived  and,  took  over  the  guarding.  Any  thoughts  of  escaping  by  leaving  the  rows  were 
quickly  foiled.  It  became  dark,  and  it  kept  raining,  and  we  just  kept  going.  There  was  no 
stopping,  no  food,  no  drink.  People  that  could  not  go  and  were  faltering  were  either 
beaten  with  the  rifle  butt  or  shot  if  they  did  not  continue  on.  We  were  tracking  on  the 
southern  part  of  Pest.  And  the  rain  continued,  a  steady  typical  November  rain  drenched 
me  (and  everybody  else)  through.  We  reached  the  Danube  River  and  crossed  it  on  the 
bridge.  By  that  time  it  was  well  past  midnight,  some  22  hours  on  the  road.  That  is  when 
number  of  people  could  not  take  it  anymore  and  ran  out  of  the  rows  and  jumped  over  the 
railing  into  the  depth  of  the  river.  The  guards  were  shooting  after  them,  but  the  river  was 
enough  to  finish  their  agony  forever.  The  irony  was  that  less  than  half  an  hour  after 
passing  the  bridge  we  all  came  to  a  stop  in  a  park.  We  rested  for  a  couple  of  hours  and 
continued  for  another  five  hours  walk  until  we  reached  some  housing  development.  That 
seemed  to  be  our  present  destination.  That  is  where  we  got  some  food  and  stayed  for 
some  two  or  three  days.  The  rain  stopped  and  there  was  some  sunshine.  We  dried  out. 
The  big  thing  was  as  I  walked  around  the  second  day  I  found  my  sister  in  the  same 
compound.  She  was  in  pretty  good  shape  and  spirits,  considering.  It  was  really  great  to 
see  her.  After  a  little  chat  we  had  to  go  back  to  our  units,  to  continue  the  unknown.” 
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“On  the  third  day,  we  were  moved  out  again.  It  was  a  gloomy  day  as  we  were 
marching  north,  parallel  to  the  Danube  river.  After  a  good  day  of  walking  we  arrived  at  a 
brick  works  factory  at  the  north  western  outskirts  of  Budapest.  That  is  where  we  stayed 
overnight,  in  the  cells  where  the  bricks  were  drying.  Early  the  next  morning  we  were 
woken  up.  I  do  not  know  why,  but  I  had  received  a  good  slap  on  the  face  from  an  Arrow 
Cross  youngster  of  maybe  15  years  old.  We  had  just  been  moved  across  the  road  to  a 
huge  empty  yard.  There  were  a  few  thousand  Jewish  people  assembled.  We  stood  in 
lines.  They  announced  that  whoever  met  certain  criteria,  like  having  Swedish  protective 
'passport',  or  was  under  16,  should  stand  aside.  So  I  did.  This  was  a  very  small  group. 
We  were  ready  to  move  out,  and  so  were  the  others.  The  large  group,  almost  everybody, 
had  been  leaving  in  rows  of  a  long  line.  They  were  turning  left,  as  they  were  leaving  the 
yard,  and  getting  on  the  road.  Left  meant  going  north,  away  from  Budapest.  Suddenly, 
as  I  was  looking  and  searching  I  noticed  Zsuzsi,  my  sister  walking  with  the  large  group 
toward  the  exit.  She  was  just  close  enough  that  she  heard  my  shouting  to  her.  Looking 
around  I  noticed  that  there  were  no  guards  close  by.  So  I  motioned  her  to  come  over  and 
join  me,  which  she  quickly  did.  In  a  few  more  minutes  our  group  started  moving.  We 
were  turning  to  the  right  on  the  road,  following  some  other  small  groups.  We  were  going 
back  to  Budapest.  We  were  taken,  actually,  back  to  some  Jewish  houses  in  Pest  and  let 
go.  We  were  left  with  a  Jewish  family,  not  very  far  from  the  house  where  we  lived.  We 
finally  received  some  food,  some  chance  to  wash  and  a  decent  place  to  sleep.  (In  the 
night  I  woke  up  and  had  to  go  to  the  bathroom.  I  had  diarrhea  and  I  hid  my  soiled 
underwear  in  the  pile  of  firewood  they  had  there.  What  else  could  I  do?  But,  I  felt  bad 
about  it  as  we  were  back  to  civilization.)  We  did  send  a  message  to  our  mother  about 
where  we  were.  Within  a  couple  of  days,  she  came  and  got  us  back  home.  As  it  turned 
out,  we  learned  after  the  war,  that  the  large  group  turning  left  off  the  assembly  yard  were 
part  of  the  Death  March.  There  were  some  twenty-five  thousand  men  and  ten  thousand 
women  taken  in  a  forced  walk  all  the  way  past  the  Austro-Hungarian  border,  some  125 
miles.  It,  took  over  a  week  to  make  the  distance,  with  hardly  any  food  and  water,  without 
shelter  to  rest  in  the  November  rainy  weather,  under  the  blows  of  the  soldiers'  rifle  butts. 
There  were  many  thousands  that  fell  and  died  or  were  shot  and  died  along  the  road.  In 
Austria  they  were  put  in  concentration  camps  and  many  thousands  more  died.  As  Adolf 
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Eichman  had  said  to  Rudolf  Kastner,  when  he  returned  to  Budapest  to  ‘finish  the  job’  on 
October  16th:  The  Jews  of  Budapest  will  be  driven  out  on  foot  this  time'.  But,  in  the 
meantime  my  sister  and  I  were  back  home,  along  with  my  father  who  made  it  back,  too." 

Meanwhile,  we  were  arriving  in  Toronto.  We  just  about  pulled  off  the  Queen 
Elizabeth  expressway  turning  on  to  Yonge  Street.  Yonge  Street  is  the  main  artery  of 
Toronto,  running  north-south  from  Lake  Ontario. 

"This  is  Yonge  Street  we  are  on,  and  driving  through  the  downtown  area.”  I 
turned  to  Julie  as  we  were  inching  our  way  through  the  heavy  traffic. 

"So  this  is  Toronto,  itself,”  she  pointed  out.  “Looks  like  a  real  big  city." 

"It  is." 

"Lots  of  people,  and  heavy  traffic." 

"Well,  this  is  Friday  evening.  Although,  on  these  streets  there  are  always  lots  of 
people  and  heavy  traffic." 

"Where  is  our  hotel?”  She  asked.  “Is  it  far?" 

"No,”  I  answered,  as  we  were  just  passing  Eaton  Center,  the  large  mall.  “It  is  just 
a  few  more  blocks  up,  maybe  five  or  six,  then  we  should  turn  right  and  there  is  one  more 
long  block." 

"It’s  greee...at  -  that  is  not,  too  far." 

We  were  silent  for  a  little  while,  just  observing  the  surroundings.  In  fifteen 
minutes  or  so  we  arrived  to  the  hotel. 

"Here  we  are,”  I  said,  as  we  turned  the  comer  and  pulled  in  front  of  the  hotel. 

We  checked  in.  In  a  jiffy,  we  parked  the  car  in  the  garage  and  went  up  to  our 
room.  The  time  was  close  to  seven  o'clock  when  we  got  a  little  organized  and  our  stuff 
arranged  in  the  room. 

"What  would  you  like  to  do?”  I  asked.  “We  could  go  down  and  take  a  walk  back 
to  Yonge  Street.  Then  we  could  find  a  restaurant  and  stop  in  to  have  a  supper.  It  is 
almost  seven,  and  I  don't  know  about  you  but  I  am  pretty  hungry." 

"I  can  go  for  that,”  was  the  answer.  "Maybe  we  can  go  to  eat  first  and  then  take  a 
walk  and  see  the  city  a  little." 
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"See  the  city,  ...  a  little  is  right,  since  this  is  a  big  place.  So,  what  are  we  waiting 
for,  let's  go." 

We  took  off  and  continued  a  couple  of  blocks  north  on  Yonge  Street.  There  was 
something  like  a  French  quarter,  an  artistic  area,  just  past  Bloor  Street.  There  were 
number  of  choices  for  a  nice  restaurant.  We  chose  a  small  and  cozy  one  specializing  in 
crepes.  After  a  careful  study  of  the  menu  we  ordered  our  meal.  While  waiting  for  our 
dinner  to  arrive  Julie  opened  up  the  conversation  with  a  serious  voice. 

"It  was  a  very  interesting,  or  rather  I  should  say  shocking  story  you  were  telling 
on  the  way  here.  I  wonder,  is  there  any  more?" 

"Oh,  yes.  Much  more,”  I  stated. 

"I  am  waiting  to  hearmore,  but ... .  I  also  wanted  to  ask  you  whether  is  it 
bothering  you  to  talk  about  those  things?" 

"No.  For  me  it  is  not  bothersome  at  all.  That  is  just  what  happened  in  the  past 
and  maybe  it  is  even  good  to  talk  about  it." 

"I  just  thought,  maybe,  since  there  are  people  that  want  to  forget  the  whole  thing." 

"Well,  maybe.  But  I  think  it  is  good  to  let  it  out  and  to  tell.  So  it  is  known.  So  it 
can  be  prevented  and  we  will  not  let  happen,  ever  again,  anything  like  it." 

"You  might  be  right  about  that,”  she  continued.  “I  actually  had  a  few  questions." 

"Well,  shoot.  Any  question  you  may  have,  I'll  try  to  answer,  if  I  know,”  I 
responded. 

“I  guess,  it  is  hard  for  me  to  picture  the  tremendous  worry  you  guys  lived  with. 
How  did  you  deal  with  that?  You  did  not  know  from  one  day  to  the  next  what  was  going 
to  happen?”  she  inquired. 

"That  is  true,  we  did  not  know  what  any  new  hour  might  bring,  but  certainly  not 
something  good.  You  just  learned  to  take  it  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day.  The 
important  thing  was  to  survive  from  one  day  to  the  next.  Some  people  had  a  harder  time 
to  shake  it,  than  others.  You  adopted  for  yourself  to  accept  a  fatalistic  view.  It  is 
amazing  actually  how  much  a  person  can  adapt  to.  At  the  same  time  some  did  their  best 
and  tried  to  make  some  choices,  when  there  was  any  chance  to  make  some  choice  to 
begin  with,”  I  answered. 
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"Then  the  other  question  I  had  was,  why  did  all  the  Jewish  population,  it  seems  to 
me  anyway,  just  accepted  their  fate  without  any  resistance.  It  looks  like  the  fascists  could 
do  anything  they  wanted  without  questioning.  Was  it  true  and  how  was  it  possible?,  if 
you  don't  mind  me  asking." 

"Unfortunately,  that  is  almost  completely  true,  and  I  say  almost.  There  are  many 
people  asking  that  very  same  question,  including  myself,  retrospectively.  However,  there 
was  some  resistance  and  opposition,  although  very  little.  The  biggest  and  most  well 
known  was  the  Warsaw  Ghetto  uprising.  It  did  occur  some  five  months  after  the  great 
deportation  and  killing  of  some  300,000  Jews  from  the  ghetto.  After  two  years  of  the 
ghetto  existence  with  walls  separating  and  isolating  it  from  rest  of  the  city,  the  Jewish 
people  were  taken  daily  by  train  to  Treblinka,  nearby,  where  they  were  gassed.  There 
were  only  50-60,000  left,  mostly  workers  in  the  war  factories.  Those  people  were  mostly 
younger  and  more  able  bodies.  There  was  a  desperation  and  hopelessness  knowing  that 
eventually  they  would  be  killed,  too.  Also,  there  were  ties  to  Zionist  youth  organizations 
as  well.  The  conditions  were  rapidly  deteriorating.  The  time  and  the  atmosphere  gave 
the  ground  to  organize  some  fighting  units,  reinforce  houses  and  construct  bunkers.  So  in 
January  1943,  when  ‘renewed  action'  started  by  the  German  SS,  an  armed  resistance 
surprised  them.  It  made  a  lasting  impression  on  the  Jews,  on  the  SS  and  their  helpers,  as 
well  on  the  Polish  Christian  population.  However,  in  four  days,  with  considerable  effort, 
there  were  5-6,000  Jews  taken  and  murdered.  The  German  losses  were  some  dozen 
soldiers,  the  first  ever  in  'such  action'.  Then,  however,  the  'action'  stopped  until  April 
19  ,  when  the  final  assault  on  the  ghetto  started.  A  force  of  about  3000  soldiers,  some 
heavy  artillery  and  number  of  tanks  participated  in  the  ghetto  liquidation.  There  was 
fierce  fighting  day  in  and  day  out  for  about  a  month.  There  were  battles  from  house-to- 
house  at  first,  then  from  bunker-to-bunker.  But  of  course,  the  resistance  was  crushed. 
The  ghetto  was  burned  down  and  the  few  Jewish  people  who  survived  were  taken  to  the 
death  camps  or  shot  on  the  spot.  There  were  a  couple  hundred  German  SS  soldiers  and 
their  helpers  who  died,  as  well.  A  few  Jews  escaped  through  tunnels  and  the  sewer. 

They  survived  to  tell  the  tale  of  the  great  Warsaw  Ghetto  uprising.” 
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“A  couple  of  notes  can  be  added  as  a  postscript:  from  one,  the  polish  people  were 
watching  with  amazement  the  Jews  getting  up  and  actively  resisting  rather  than  just 
letting  themselves  to  be  taken  like  sheep  to  the  slaughter  houses.  However,  there  was  no 
assistance  or  help  given  in  any  way.  There  were  other  acts  of  resistance  here  and  there. 
The  Jews  were  joining  the  partisans  from  the  Vilna  and  Kovno  ghettos,  there  was  a  mass 
revolt  and  breakout  from  Treblinka  and  in  Bialystok  in  August  of  1943,  an  uprising  in  the 
Sobibor  death  camp.  All  were  crushed  in  a  very  short  time.  Then  there  was  the  abortive 
and  suicidal  revolt  of  the  inmates  blowing  up  one  of  the  four  crematoria  in  Auschwitz  in 
October,  1944.  It  should  be  noted,  the  Jewish  and  other  suffering  groups  of  people  stood 
alone  with  their  struggle  and  that  their  home  nations,  along  with  the  Allies  gave  little 
help.  The  Allied  military  refused  to  bombard  the  compounds  of  the  death  camps  or  alter 
their  battle  plans  until  the  very  end  of  the  war.  It  was  then  that  the  occupying  soldiers 
were  hit  by  the  terrible  shock  of  what  they  found  and  saw.  There  were  some  very 
notable  exceptions.  The  Bulgarian,  Italian,  Danish  and  Norwegian  countries  defied 
effectively  the  German  effort.  It  also  did  not  answer  the  question  whether  a  wide  range 
of  resistance  would  have  changed  the  final  outcome  of  the  Holocaust  casualty  picture. 
The  German  government  had  their  goals  and  objectives  and  they  were  going  ahead  to 
implement  them  whatever  it  took.  However,  resistance  would  allow  the  people  to  die 
with  some  dignity  and  would  make  the  work  of  the  Germans  much  more  difficult  and 
costly.  Mostly,  if  there  was  any  resistance,  they  were  individuals  in  their  own  way.  Very 
few  actually  succeeded.  The  Germans,  the  Hungarian  and  other  fascists  were  extremely 
ruthless,  cynical  and  vicious.  They  also  used  very  well  organized  tactics  of  deception  and 
allurements.  They  exploited  the  weakness  of  man.  They,  took  advantage  of  the 
psychologically  exhausted,  who  clung  to  illusions  and  the  false  hopes  to  the  bitter  end." 

As  the  soft  drinks  were  served  we  toasted  each  other.  "That  is  for  your  birthday, 
have  a  very  happy  one.  It  is  time  to  celebrate,”  I  said  to  Julie.  The  food  also  arrived  in  a 
few  more  minutes.  It  looked  really  good,  and  we  were  also  quite  hungry.  So,  we  dug  in. 
We  were  silent  and  busy  eating  and  enjoying  our  meal  for  a  while. 

"That  is  very  tasty  and  different.  I  have  never  had  anything  like  it,”  Julie  said. 

"What  did  you  order?”  I  asked. 
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"It  is  called  crepe  Florentine,”  she  answered. 

"What  is  it?" 

"That  is  crepes  filled  with  spinach  and  cheese,  with  some  rice  and  meat  over 
them,  very  well  seasoned.  What  do  you  have?" 

"This  is  mideastem  crepes,  and  crepes  filled  with  lamb  made  as  a  shish  kabab. 

The  rice  with  it  has  some  sauce  over  it,  which  is  quite  tasty." 

We  ordered  some  dessert  and  were  drinking  our  coffee  as  we  finished  our  main 
course.  The  dessert  did  not  disappoint  us  either.  It  was  not,  too  late,  so  it  was  good  to 
take  a  walk  following  dinner.  We  walked  back  to  along  Yonge  Street.  We  were  looking 
at  the  display  windows  of  the  various  stores  lined  up.  We  were  observing  the  street 
vendors  trying  to  sell  their  gadgets.  The  time  rushed  by  and  pretty  soon  it  was  past 
eleven.  We  were  pretty  damn  tired.  It  was  time  to  go  back  to  our  hotel  and  turn  in. 

I  figured  that  the  early  hours  of  the  next  morning,  while  she  was  still  asleep, 
would  be  a  good  time  to  prepare  the  birthday  surprises.  I  just  had  to  "program"  myself  to 
wake  up,  which  I  did.  We  actually  had  a  bedroom  and  a  kind  of  a  living  room  area  with  a 
kitchenette.  It  was  still  dark  when  I  got  up.  The  time  was  just  long  enough  to  prepare  the 
table  with  the  surprises:  the  card,  the  champagne  with  a  couple  of  glasses,  the  cake,  a  nice 
pocketbook  as  my  present,  and  some  flowers  which  had  I  snuck  in  the  night  before.  Then 
I  slid  back  to  bed  and  it  looked  like  the  "operation"  succeeded  without  being  noticed.  Of 
course,  when  the  morning  came  and  we  got  up  there  was  the  anticipated  astonishment. 
We  had  a  little  celebration:  champagne  and  a  piece  of  cake  for  breakfast  -  and  for  the 
fiftieth  birthday  of  Julie.  It  was  past  ten  by  the  time  we  got  going.  We  walked  down  to 
Eaton  Center.  Eaton  Center  is  a  three  story,  maybe  half  a  mile  long  inside  mall.  It  is 
modem,  fairly  intricate,  and  there  is  room  for  lots  of  stores  of  all  kinds  and  of  places  to 
eat.  It  is  an  experience  just  to  walk  through  and  look  at  things,  even  if  you  don't  buy 
anything.  That  is  what  we  did.  Plus,  we  did  take  some  photographs  of  ourselves 
standing  on  one  of  the  cross  ways  on  the  third  floor  of  Eaton  Center. 

After  lunch,  close  to  two  o'clock,  we,  took  the  subway  from  Eaton  Center  to  the 
theater.  It  was  further  southeast  some  7-8  blocks  away.  We  had  tickets  to  see  the 
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musical  Les  Miserables.  The  story  was  written  by  the  famous  French  novelist  Victor 
Hugo.  This  was  a  very  highly  successful  musical,  playing  for  many  years  on  Broadway 
among  many  other  locations.  So,  we  were  looking  forward  to  seeing  it  very  much.  Well, 
it  met  our  expectations.  A  very  well  done,  well  staged  and  emotional  story.  It  dealt  with 
the  social  injustices  and  the  fight  between  the  rich  and  the  poor.  Of  course,  it  included 
some  romance,  love  and  sacrifice.  The  music  itself  was  also  very  remarkable.  It  left  us 
with  a  good  feeling,  something  we  enjoyed  watching  and  listening  to  as  well.  Julie 
seemed  to  be  quite  moved  by  the  performance.  She  particularly  thought  this  had  a 
magnificent  story.  It  had  the  elements  of  love,  excitement  and  so  on. 

The  rest  of  the  day  we  spent  seeing  the  area  around  city  hall,  which  is  located 
close  by  and  a  well  known  tourist  attraction.  The  new  city  hall  has  an  interesting 
architecture,  like  two  buildings  forming  a  half  circle  with  a  dome  type  amphitheater 
between.  There  is  a  large  square  and  a  reflecting  pool  front  of  it.  Then  we  went  back  to 
our  motel.  After  some  relaxation,  we  drove  to  a  Hungarian  restaurant  and  had  a  nice 
meal  of  original  Hungarian  delights.  Our  next  day’s  agenda  included  visiting  a  chateau 
type  castle.  It  is  called  the  Casa  Loma,  was  built  in  1914,  now  it  abandoned  and  a  tourist 
attraction.  In  all  my  travels  I  had  never  seen  it  before  and  it  was  interesting.  After  lunch, 
we  went  to  the  Royal  Ontario  Museum.  We  spent  several  hours  looking  the  extensive 
exhibits  of  art  and  history  of  Canada.  This  is  a  nice,  good  size  and  comprehensive 
museum,  that  we  observed  with  great  interest.  We  certainly  needed  to  spend  more  time 
than  we  did,  but  that  is  the  time  we  had  available.  We  were  quite  tired  by  the  end  of  the 
day.  So,  we  did  go  back  to  our  motel  and,  took  advantage  of  the  kitchenette  we  had.  We 
cooked  a  little  dinner  from  the  stuff  we  bought  in  the  grocery  store  across  from  the  motel. 
The  birthday  cake  was  a  nice  finish  for  dessert  concluding  the  meal.  A  short  walk  a  little 
later  on,  under  the  evening  sky  concluded  the  last  day  of  our  Toronto  visit.  The  next 
morning,  right  after  breakfast,  we  packed,  checked  out,  and  took  off  driving  back  home. 


On  the  way  back  home,  in  the  car,  once  again  it  was  a  good  time  to  talk  about 
those  dreadful  times  of  the  Nazi  occupation.  “I  think,  I  left  it  that  my  sister  and  I  were 
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back  ‘home’  together  except  we  had  lost  contact  with  my  older  brother.  He  was 
somewhere,  we  hoped  alive.  Or  maybe,  he  was  already  freed  under  Soviet  occupied 
territory.  We  did  not  know.  Of  course,  he  could  be  dead  somewhere,  which  we  hoped 
was  not  the  case.  But,  four  of  us  were  together  in  the  house  trying  to  figure  out  what 
would  be  the  best  way  to  survive  the  coming  two-three  months,  or  rather  just  the  coming 
days,  one  after  the  other.  We  knew  the  Red  Army  was  on  the  move  and  had  reached  to 
areas  to  some  60  miles  north  and  south  of  Budapest.  The  Russians  were  coming,  but  the 
Germans  and  Hungarian  fascists  the  Arrow  Cross  men  still  held  firm  control.  The  terror 
was  in  its  full  swing  and  stories  of  orgies  of  killing  were  floating  around.  We  heard  about 
some  movement  about  protective  papers  and  houses.  We  knew  about  the  Swedish, 

Swiss,  and  Red  Cross  'passports'.  We  knew  about  Raoul  Wallenberg  and  his  now-famous 
activities.  My  father  made  the  connections,  paid  the  money  required  and  was  successful 
in  arranging  for  my  sister  and  I,  the  'children',  to  be  placed  in  a  'protected  children's 
home'.  It  was  a  one  story,  six  room  house  located  in  a  good  neighborhood  close  to  the 
big  city  park  of  Pest.  There  were  some  fifty  to  a  hundred  children  of  various  ages  with 
some  grown-up  supervisors.  It  looked  like  we  were  in  a  relatively  safe  place.  There  was 
the  flag  and  the  big  sign  indicating  that  we  were  'protected'.” 

“However  the  impression  of  being  'safe'  turned  out  to  be  false,  as  one  morning 
we  were  informed  to  pack  our  bags  and  to  get  ready  to  go.  A  couple  of  hours  later  we 
were  assembled  on  the  yard  outside  and  lined  up  in  rows.  The  city  police  surrounded  us. 
We  got  on  our  way  and  were  told  we  were  being  taken  to  the  ghetto.  I  was  together  with 
Zsuzsi,  my  sister,  all  the  time.  So,  I  said  to  her  I  did  not  like  what  was  happening  and  we 
should  somehow  to  get  out.  I  meant  we  should  escape  from  the  line  when  there  was  an 
opportunity  and  then  go  back  ‘home’,  back  to  our  parents.  Zsuzsi  agreed.  We  decided  to 
leave  at  an  opportune  moment,  trying  at  the  same  time  but  separately.  This  way  we 
would  not  necessarily  be  both  of  us  got  caught  and  taken  if  either  of  us  became 
suspected.  We  were  marching  on  King  Street  and  it  was  toward  the  ghetto.  This  was  a 
very  familiar  street,  right  through  our  own  neighborhood.  The  city  streets  were  quite 
normal:  people  walking  on  the  sidewalks  and  traffic  moving  at  a  regular  pace.  We  were 
lucky,  because  as  we  reached  the  Terez  Boulevard,  which  was  a  main  road,  a  street  car 
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moved  along  and  separated  the  rows  just  front  of  us.  I  quickly  looked  around  and  saw  no 
policemen  watching  us.  The  ones  just  ahead  of  us  were  blocked  by  the  street  car  and  the 
ones  behind  us  were  in  the  distance  obstructed  by  people.  Our  position  also  happened  to 
be  in  line  where  people  regularly  were  crossing  the  street.  I  quickly  turned  to  my  sister 
and  said  to  her:  ‘this  is  it,  follow  me’.  She  nodded  with  her  head  to  acknowledge  it.  I 
turned  to  my  right  and  started  walking  away  from  the  file  of  rows,  quickly  blending  into 
the  regular  crowd,  like  one  of  the  passersby.  I  was  on  the  sidewalk,  some  30-40  feet 
away  when  I  glanced  back  to  see  whether  my  sister  was  following,  and  she  was.  Another 
Vi  block  distance  I  looked  back  again  for  her,  and  she  was  also  on  her  way.  We  had  some 
eight  to  ten  blocks  to  walk  in  order  to  reach  our  destination,  which  was  on  Vorosmarty 
Street.  We,  of  course,  had  our  yellow  star  of  David  removed.  We  had  in  our  possession 
some  Christian  identification  papers,  just  in  case.  We  also  carried  only  a  handbag  and  an 
attache  case.  After  3-4  blocks,  I  turned  to  less  populated  streets.  Just  as  I  had  walked 
well  past  half-way  to  our  destination,  the  air  raid  sirens  sounded.  It  meant  I  should  be 
going  down  to  an  air  raid  shelter  in  one  of  the  houses.  However,  I  felt  I  was  close  enough 
to  our  house  on  Vorosmarty  Street  to  make  it.  So,  I  hurried  up.  However,  by  the  time  I 
got  to  our  house  the  bombardment  had  intensified.  There  was  the  increasing  sound  of  the 
planes,  the  sound  of  the  anti-aircraft  fire  and  the  sound  of  the  bombs  exploding.  I 
stopped  at  the  entrance  to  the  house,  and  looked  up  to  see  the  planes  dropping  their 
bombs.  The  explosions  were  becoming  louder  and  louder  and  were  coming  rapidly 
closer.  I  quickly  moved  into  the  long,  arched  entranceway  and  pushed  myself  to  the  wall 
for  protection.  Just  in  time,  as  there  were  explosions  all  around:  out  on  the  street  and  in 
the  elevator  shaft  of  the  house  where  I  supposed  to  pass.  There  was  not  only  that 
thunderous  sound,  but  flash  of  light  and  tremendous  amount  of  smoke  and  dust.  A  man 
was  literally  flying  into  the  hallway  and  fell.  I  do  not  remember  how  long  I  was  pushing 
myself  against  the  wall,  but  the  noise  died  down  and  the  smoke  and  dust  settled. 

People  started  appearing,  and  the  air  raid  was  called  off.  The  whole  area  looked 
like  a  big  mess.  I  looked  for  my  parents  and  they  were  not  around.  I  was  told  they  had 
had  to  move  to  a  new  house,  some  fifteen  blocks  away.  They  should  be  there.  I  decided 
to  wait  for  my  sister  before  to  continuing  to  my  parents.  But,  my  sister  never  came. 
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Finally,  I  could  not  wait  any  longer  and  I  had  to  go.  When  I  got  to  my  parents,  all  I  could 
report  was:  ‘Yes,  I  did  see  Zsuzsi  walking  away,  I  did  not  know  what  happened  to  her.’ 
She  seemed  to  have  disappeared.  Finally,  after  5-6  days  of  anxious  waiting  we  did  get  a 
post  card  from  her.  She  was  in  the  hospital.  It  turned  out  that  she  had  gotten  injured  in 
the  same  air  raid  I  experienced.  She  was  also  on  the  street  in  the  rain  of  bombs.  Shrapnel 
pieces  from  an  exploding  bomb  had  made  big  cuts  on  her  knee  and  legs,  bruised  her  body 
and  face  all  over.  As  she  was  telling  her  story  later,  just  before  she  lost  consciousness,  at 
the  last  moment  she  grabbed  her  handbag  with  the  Christian  papers  and  the  same  time  she 
let  go  of  her  other  bag  which  contained  her  Jewish  papers.  The  ‘new  papers’  showed  her 
with  different  name  and  that  she  was  from  a  village  which  was  already  under  Soviet  Red 
Army  occupation.  So,  luckily,  it  could  not  be  checked  out  and  was  accepted.  She  was 
picked  up  by  the  ambulance  truck  and  taken  to  the  hospital.  She  seemed  to  be  taken  care 
of  and  safe,  for  the  moment  anyway.  My  mother  visited  her  once,  taking  the  chance,  as 
an  aunt  of  hers  here  in  Budapest.  It  was  good  to  know  that  she  was  relatively  all  right,  in 
a  relative  safe  place  and  taken  care  of.  So  we  had  to  worry  about  ourselves  only.  In  the 
new  location,  there  was  constant  harassment.  The  Arrow  Cross  men  kept  bothering  us. 
They  conducted  searches,  took  away  people  and  you  never  heard  of  them  again.” 

“After  another  week,  my  father  learned  that  the  same  'protected'  house  where  I 
had  been  with  my  sister  had  reopened  and  that  children  were  being  taken  back  to  it.  So, 
at  my  father’s  insistence,  I,  just  by  myself,  went  back,  too.  These  were  the  days, 
December  1st,  when  I  had  my  sixteenth  birthday.  (So  had  Zsu,  my  twin  sister,  as  well). 

It  passed  with  no  fanfare.  Hardly  noticed.  There  was  little  food,  and  very  little  to  do. 

We  spent  another  week  or  so  in  the  'protected'  house.  But  we  felt  relatively  safe,  until 
one  early  morning  that  safe  feeling  was  shattered  once  again.  We  were  awakened  up  to 
the  noise  of  five  big  bangs.  It  turned  out  that  the  five  bangs  were  rifle  shots  killing  five 
babies,  for  opening.  There  were  additional  noises  of  movement  and  activity.  Someone 
burst  into  our  room  and  shouted  at  us  to  get  up  and  get  out  to  the  yard  fast.  In  the  yard 
we  were  assembled  once  again  into  a  file  of  rows  of  five.  However  this  time  there  were 
young  Arrow  Cross  members  in  military  uniforms  with  rifles  in  their  hands  directed  us. 
There  was  one,  who  could  have  been  barely  my  age,  who  went  through  frisking  each  of 
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us  checking  and  asking  if  we  had  any  weapons.  For  his  question  I  said,  'No,  of  course 
not.'  Then  he  directed  me  to  hold  on  to  one  little  boy  of  about  six  to  eight  years  old  and 
lead  him.  We  were  marched  within  tight  security  through  the  streets  of  Budapest  for  the 
next  six  or  seven  hours.  We  crossed  the  crippled  Margaret  Bridge  to  the  Buda  side  of 
Budapest.  The  Margaret  Bridge  was  constructed  on  the  tip  of  Margaret  Island  across  the 
Danube  river.  The  half  of  the  bridge  on  the  Pest  side  had  been  blown  up.  That  had 
occurred  some  couple  of  months  earlier.  Whether  this  happened  accidentally  or  on 
purpose  was  never  known.  You  could  still  see  the  cars  and  the  electric  trolley  hanging  on 
the  bridge  into  the  water.  At  this  time,  they  had  a  temporary  pontoon  bridge  built  and 
operated  between  Pest  and  the  island.  It  was  the  afternoon  by  the  time  we  entered  into 
the  courtyard  of  a  military  compound.  They  lined  us  up  and  collected  all  our 
identification  papers.  I  thought,  maybe  it  was  a  good  time  to  get  rid  of  my  Christian 
papers  in  case  they  would  search  me;  (I  did  not  want  them  to  find  the  papers  on  me).  So, 
I  also  gave  those  papers  to  them,  after  I  noticed  that  they  were  not  really  looking  what 
they  were  getting.  Although  this  was  a  mistake,  but  as  it  turned  out  it  did  not  really 
matter.  I  did  not  like  at  all  what  was  going  on  and  I  was  considering  what  could  be  done. 
I  thought,  if  we  just  leave  this  compound  I  will  have  to  get  away,  somehow.” 

“Following  a  couple  of  hours  of  waiting  we  were  moved  out.  We  were  leaving 
the  courtyard  via  a  narrow  entranceway.  I  was  among  the  sixth  or  seventh  rows  of  the 
whole  file  of  some  3  -  400  people.  As  soon  as  we  passed  the  gate  and  we  were  outside  on 
the  street  it  seemed  I  just  had  the  opportunity  to  get  away.  So  I  left  my  place,  stepped  to 
the  sidewalk  and  just  started  going.  At  that  moment  the  little  boy  who  was  'under  my 
care'  and  I  supposed  to  hold  on  to,  was  running  after  me.  Also,  at  the  same  moment  a 
guard  appeared  and  looked  at  me  lifting  his  rifle.  With  a  quick  response  I  got  a  hold  of 
the  little  boy  and  started  pulling  him  back  to  the  line.  I  made  it  appear  that  actually  he 
was  running  away  and  I  was  the  one  holding  him  back.  We  kept  marching.  It  was 
another  three  blocks  when  my  second  opportunity  came.  The  line  vacillated.  I  kept 
looking  around,  ahead  and  behind  me.  I  suddenly  noticed  one  guard  at  the  very  front 
leading  the  whole  file  looking  forward,  and  a  second  guard  was  obscured  by  the  file,  not 
seen  behind  me.  So,  that  was  it.  I  turned  to  a  large  kid  next  to  me  and  commanded  him 
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to  get  ahold,  strongly,  of  the  small  boy  I  was  holding.  Which  he  did.  There  was  nobody 
else  around,  so  I  left  the  line  to  the  sidewalk  in  a  hurry.  I  moved  fast,  walking  up  ahead 
of  the  whole  fde  and  crossed  the  street  in  front  of  the  guard  to  the  other  side.  I  just  kept 
walking,  without  looking  back.  I  knew  where  I  was  and  headed  back  to  the  Margaret 
Bridge,  back  to  Pest  where  my  parents  were.  In  crossing  the  bridge  I  was  concerned 
since  there  was  a  checkpoint.  From  a  distance  I  observed  that  they  were  not  stopping  the 
people  going  by  which  encouraged  me.  I  saluted  the  soldier  and  passed  him.  I  made  it.  I 
was  back  with  my  parents  once  again,  and  just  in  time  before  the  gates  were  closed.  I 
also  announced  to  them  I  would  be  staying  with  them  just  as  long  as  possible.  A  couple 
of  days  later  we  heard  that  apparently  that  same  group  I  was  in  had  been  made  to  walk 
until  dark.  Then  they  were  taken  to  the  shore  of  the  Danube  river,  and  lined  up  in  pairs 
and  tied  together.  In  the  darkness,  one  of  each  pair  was  shot  and  both  were  thrown  into 
the  river  to  perish.  This  could  have  been  the  very  end  of  me,  as  well.  This  is  probably 
what  happened  to  the  little  boy  I  had  held  and  passed.  To  tell  the  truth,  I  did  not  even 
think  about  him  specifically,  to  me  he  was  just  one  of  the  group.  I  did  not  know  them 
and  I  was  just  glad  that  I  got  away  and  survived  -  for  the  moment  at  the  least.” 

“We  continued  counting  the  days  and  hours.  Undoubtedly  the  Red  Army  was 
progressing  and  closing  in  on  Budapest.  But  also  undoubtedly  it  was  going  too  slowly 
for  us.  Every  day,  every  hour  mattered  as  far  as  our  survival.  We  could  hear  the  artillery 
from  a  distance,  coming  closer  in  small  steps.  Then,  once  again  we  were  surprised  by  the 
fascists  not  giving  up.  Sometime  around  December  20th,  we  were  instructed  to  get  our 
bags  and  leave  the  houses.  We  found  ourselves  on  the  streets  and  organized  into  files  of 
rows  and  rows.  We  were  to  be  taken  to  the  ghetto,  we  were  told.  Long  lines  of  Jews 
were  led  through  the  streets  of  Budapest.  The  streets  had  changed;  it  looked  like  war 
zone.  We  passed  lines  of  tanks,  and  other  military  equipment.  We  heard  explosions; 
some  sounded  like  hand  grenades  had  been  thrown  into  the  rows  of  the  file.  We  passed  a 
small  park  where  we  saw  a  line  of  six  to  ten  people  with  yellow  stars  on  them  lying  on 
the  ground.  There  was  blood  on  them  and  on  the  ground.  They  were  shot  dead.  This 
was  a  quite  depressing  march  of  some  five  hours  getting  to  the  ghetto.  It  was  a  relatively 
small  area  in  a  portion  of  downtown,  well  fenced  at  every  street  with  a  guarded  gate  at 
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two  spots.  We  were  placed  in  the  basement  of  one  of  the  houses.  We  had  a  spot  for 
ourselves,  for  the  three  of  us,  just  large  enough  to  lay  down  or  to  sit.  The  room  was  about 
50  by  150  feet  in  size,  and  we  were  some  250-300  people  in  it.  Our  spot  was  at  the  far 
comer  of  the  room.  We  were  crammed  day  and  night  in  the  basement  shelter  of  the  multi 
story  apartment  house.  We  were  at  the  mercy  of  the  authorities  and  the  Nazi  hoodlums 
on  top  of  the  destmction  of  the  raging  battle.  Getting  killed  one  way  or  another  was  the 
order  of  the  day.  There  were  last  minute  mmors  of  the  Nazi’s  plan  for  a  liquidation  of 
everybody  in  the  ghetto.  There  were  stories  of  Nazi  gangs  entering  into  the  shelters  and 
randomly  gunning  down  the  people.  We  also  could  be  buried  under  the  rubble  of  the 
bombing,  or  flying  shrapnel  and  bullets  could  be  taking  their  toll.  The  food  was  very 
scarce.  We  were  given  a  half  a  slice  of  bread  and  a  little  watery  soup  prepared  by  a 
communal  kitchen.  I  volunteered  for  extra  activity,  like  daring  to  go  through  the  streets 
some  8-10  blocks  to  get  and  bring  the  food  for  the  occupants  of  the  shelter.  It  became 
more  and  more  dangerous.  But,  it  provided  an  extra  half  slice  of  bread.  I  also 
volunteered  to  do  some  work  on  the  underground  walls  between  the  houses.  The 
passages  between  basement  shelters  were  broken  through  by  a  few  of  us  volunteers  for 
escape  routes  in  case  the  buildings  above  us  would  collapse  under  the  air  and  artillery 
raids.  It  was  hard  work,  but  it  meant  another  half  slice  of  bread  and  potential  survival.  I 
shared  the  extra  bread  with  my  parents.  On  December  26,  Budapest  was  fully  surrounded 
by  the  Red  Army.  The  fighting  moved  closer  every  day  and  the  barrages  and  shooting 
intensified.  We  were  hungry  and  cold  as  our  own  food  supply  of  a  small  spoonful  of 
cocoa  mix  dwindled  down;  to  every  other  day,  then  every  third  day,  etc.  until  it  lasted.” 

“We  were  still  counting  the  days  and  the  hours  when  finally,  on  January  17th  the 
Red  Army  pushed  through.  Somebody,  in  the  morning  was  running  down  the  shelter  and 
shouted:  ‘I  think  I  saw  a  Soviet  tank  on  the  street  comer  firing  it's  gun  toward  the 
retreating  Germans.’  As  the  anticipation  grew  with  more  ‘good  news’  hour-by-hour, 
suddenly  Soviet  soldiers  appeared  from  all  over,  including  pouring  through  the  basement 
passages.  Now,  the  effort  we  put  into  creating  these  openings  was  worth  even  more  to  let 
the  Red  Army  troops  to  move  through.  The  next  day  the  Pest  side  completely  fell  into 
the  hands  of  the  Soviet  forces.  All  the  Nazis  were  gone.  We  were  suddenly  free.  The 
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ghetto  walls  were  broken  down,  the  fences  of  the  ghetto  were  demolished,  the  yellow  star 
and  stigma  removed  and  we  were  free  to  leave  and  to  return  to  our  original,  real  home. 
We  just  had  to  walk  through  the  war  tom,  battle  ravaged  city  streets.  It  was  amazingly 
instantaneous  to  feel  free  from  the  fear  of  being  Jewish.  We  quickly,  took  it  for  granted 
that  we  could  move  around  without  worrying  to  be  caught,  prosecuted,  and  dragged 
around  because  we  were  Jews.  We  also  quickly  learned  that  being  Jewish  in  the  eyes  of 
the  Red  Army,  the  occupying  force,  meant  no  privilege  either.  The  suffering  we  went 
through  did  not  mean  a  thing.  They  had  suffered  enough  themselves  at  the  hands  of  the 
Nazis.  Now,  as  far  as  they  were  concerned,  Jews  or  not,  we  were  all  Hungarians,  the 
enemy  they  were  fighting  against.  The  liberation  was  mixed  with  being  under 
occupation.  Furthermore,  the  war  did  not  end  just  yet.  The  battle  of  Budapest  was  still 
raging  on.  The  German  forces,  although  encircled,  holed  themselves  up  in  the  hills,  and 
in  the  King's  Palace  on  the  western  side  of  the  Danube  river.  That  was  once  Buda, 
mostly  home  for  the  governmental  institutions,  the  nobility  and  the  rich.  The  Nazi  forces 
were  still  fighting  and  now  their  mortar  and  artillery  shells  were  hitting  the  houses  and 
streets  on  our  side.  That  is  when  panic  hit  me.  Up  until  that  time  all  the  air 
bombardments,  bullets  and  shells  flying,  living  in  fear  and  taking  risks  did  not  affect  and 
bother  me.  Suddenly  the  slightest,  even  remote  sound  like  an  explosion  stmck  me  with 
panic  and  sent  me  rushing  for  and  to  the  shelter.  The  thought  of  making  it  through  the 
Nazi  terror  and  the  war  all  the  way,  and  then  losing  it  and  dying  was  terrifying  me.” 

“Our  first  stop  as  we  were  leaving  the  ghetto  was  to  the  hospital,  where  my  dear 
sister  was  supposed  to  be.  But  she  was  gone,  having  left  some  time  before,  but  nobody 
knew  where.  Actually,  the  hospital  was  quite  close  to  and  even  on  the  way  home.  We 
did  find  our  home,  our  apartment  in  fairly  good  shape.  Although  all  the  windows  were 
broken,  every  thing  else  was  rather  intact.  So,  we  moved  back,  except  sleeping  at  night 
in  the  shelter  and  running  the  four  floors  down  to  the  shelter  from  time  to  time.  Our 
worry  about  Zsuzsi  lasted  some  three  or  four  days,  when  we  got  the  happy  news  from 
friends  that  she  had  appeared  and  was  well,  aside  from  her  great  worry  about  us.  Thus, 
first  she  had  wanted  to  find  out  whether  we  were  alive  in  order  to  come  home.  It  was 
quite  a  story  she  had  to  tell  us.  When  she  was  discharged,  acting  as  a  Christian  not 
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knowing  where  to  go,  she  presented  herself  at  the  Hungarian  Nazi  party  headquarters 
with  ‘her  story’:  she  had  gotten  stuck  in  the  big  city  and  could  not  go  back  to  her  village 
which  was  already  occupied  by  the  Russians.  They  had  given  her  some  secretarial  job 
and  a  place  to  stay.  Her  problem  was  to  get  away,  when  the  Nazis  were  packing  to 
withdraw  as  the  Russians  were  advancing.  She  worked  with  them,  faking  it,  but  at  the 
last  minute  she  had  snuck  away.  At  home  we  even  found  some  food,  beans  and  flour. 
There  was,  of  course,  no  electricity,  gas,  heat,  or  any  kind  of  services.  However,  my 
mother  managed  to  bake  some  bread,  which  was  a  real  treat  -  the  best  ever.  It  was  our 
good  fortune  that  the  owner  of  the  house  (who  lived  under  us  on  the  first  floor),  was  a 
liberal  and  nice  person  who  protected  our  apartment.  He  was  a  noble  man  and  my  father 
was  a  veteran  of  World  War  I  -  made  some  connection.  The  city  was  in  ruins.  There 
were  no  stores  open,  but  all  were  broken  into,  looted  and  emptied  of  whatever  little  there 
might  have  been.  It  was  winter,  snowy  and  cold,  which  made  it  tough  but  also  lucky 
because  of  all  the  dead  horses  and  corpses  laying  all  around.  One  of  the  first  tasks  we  got 
involved  in  was  the  burial  of  some  thirty  to  fifty  soldiers  at  the  small  park  front  of  our 
building.  The  ground  was  frozen  which  made  it  hard  to  dig  the  mass  graves.  The  bodies 
were  frozen  which  made  it  hard  to  remove  their  boots,  or  other  usable  items  that  still 
were  left  on  them.  But  it  also  made  it  less  vivid  to  see  the  blown  open  stomach,  or  blown 
away  body  parts.  There  was  also  no  smell  at  this  time,  but  it  was  terrible  many  months 
later  when  all  those  bodies  were  exhumed.” 

“In  the  second  week  of  the  ‘liberation’,  as  the  pendulum  swung  to  the  opposite 
side,  the  public  captured  some  Nazis  and  staged  a  trial  and  public  hanging.  It  happened 
just  a  couple  of  blocks  from  our  home  on  a  major  square  of  the  city.  The  bodies  were  left 
hanging  on  the  lamp  posts  for  every  body  to  see.  Times  had  changed.  The  rumors  were 
that  the  Soviet  authorities  did  not  really  like  the  public  executions,  since  they  were  the 
ones  supposed  to  be  in  control  and  to  dictating.  There  were  other  rumors  circulating,  like 
people  disappearing.  They  were  picked  up  as  prisoners  of  war  by  Red  Army  personal,  in 
order  to  make  up  the  exact  numbers  of  prisoners  the  military  guards  were  supposed  to 
have.  There  was  talk  in  our  building  about  a  bunch  of  young  women  whom  were  taken 
into  the  shelter  and  raped  by  Russian  soldiers.  Some  rumors  said  that  the  women  did  not 
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have  to  be  raped;  they  were  willing  participants  in  exchange  for  the  gifts,  such  as  food 
they  were  given.  It  did  not  take  long  before  everybody  knew  the  Soviet  soldiers  had 
particularly  soft  spots  for  watches,  specifically  wrist  watches.  So  they  were  just  taking 
them  off  you,  stealing  them  you  could  say,  enough  to  fill  the  length  of  their  own  arm. 

The  joke  was:  ‘a  Russian  soldier  walked  into  a  watchmaker  with  an  alarm  clock.  He 
demanded  him  to  make  ten  'small'  wristwatches  out  of  the  one  large  clock.’” 

“It  happened  on  the  third  week  of  the  liberation  (or  occupation),  when  we  had  the 
big  and  very  wonderful  surprise:  my  brother  showed  up.  It  was  marvelous:  he  was  alive 
and  well.  Oh  my  gosh,  we  felt  lucky.  All  five  of  us,  the  complete  immediate  family, 
were  not  only  alive  and  well,  but  we  were  all  together.  Not,  too  many  families  had  that 
kind  of  luck  in  those  days.  My  brother  even  brought  some  wonderful  food  with  him.  A 
large  backpack  full  of  it,  such  as  eggs,  salami,  cheese  and  so  on.  What  a  feast!  He  was 
telling  about  living  now  and  being  established  in  Kecskemet,  the  small  town  some  60 
miles  south  from  Budapest.  This  area  had  already  been  under  Soviet  occupation  for  some 
time,  and  life  had  returned  close  to  normal.  We  were  in  ‘seventh  heaven’  feeling  good 
that  we  all  were  alive,  and  we  had  plenty  of  good  food.  My  brother  was  telling  a  little  bit 
about  his  adventures  after  my  father  left  the  unit  they  were  in  together.  It  was  amazing  to 
listen  to  the  risks  he,  took  and  the  luck  he  had.  He  was  telling  about  that  he  and  his 
buddy  were  stopped  at  a  train  station  as  they  happened  to  be  returning  to  their  units,  but 
they  had  no  documents  on  them.  They  had  been  on  unauthorized  leave.  The  officer  told 
them:  ‘. . .  just  show  me  any  kind  of  paper  . . .,’  and  let  them  go.  He  described,  when  the 
Red  Army  was  taking  over  they  hid  in  a  haystack,  while  their  guards  were  searching  after 
them.  The  main  thing  was  that  he  made  it  through.” 

“My  brother  suggested  we  all  should  take  off  and  go  down  with  him  to 
Kecskemet  for  a  while,  at  least.  As  an  added  argument,  what  if  the  German  forces  might 
be  successful  in  counter  attacking  and  retaking  the  Pest  side?  Not  much  convincing  was 
necessary.  It  was  a  getaway  from  the  horrors  we  had  survived  of,  from  the  turmoil  and 
chaos  just  following  the  battle  of  Budapest.  It  was  a  getaway  from  the  danger  and  hunger 
to  a  relatively  calm,  peaceful,  and  somewhat  settled  sanctuary,  with  food  available. 
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However,  the  journey  would  be  a  trying  and  risky  experience  in  those  early  days  of 
February.  There  was  actually  no  formal  transportation  available.” 

“We  started  our  journey,  on  foot,  in  the  next  three  days.  The  sounds  of  the  guns 
were  gradually  fading  away  as  we  tramped  away  from  the  big  city,  going  south  through 
the  outskirts.  We  carried  our  belongings,  clothes  and  essentials  as  much  as  we  could. 

The  closest  potential  train  transportation  we  needed  to  reach  was  some  twenty-five  miles 
away.  We  stayed  in  abandoned,  ruined  and  empty  houses  for  overnight.  We  were 
sleeping  around  bon  fires  to  keep  warm  and  were  also  guarding  our  belongings  so  as  not 
to  be  robbed.  There  were  many  thousands  of  refugees,  like  us.  On  our  third  day,  close  to 
our  destination,  we  were  pacing  on  a  rural  dirt  highway.  My  brother  and  I  were  moving 
somewhat  behind.  Each  of  us  had  a  good  size  backpack  on  us,  plus  we  were  pulling  a 
sled  loaded  with  the  suitcases.  A  small  passenger  car  loaded  with  Red  Army  soldiers  was 
passing  us  from  the  opposing  direction.  The  car  came  to  a  stop  a  few  hundred  feet  away. 
They  backed  up  to  us,  and  one  of  the  soldiers  signaled  with  his  hand  to  come  close.  They 
grabbed  us,  checked  what  was  in  the  backpacks,  and  removed  the  one  that  had  women’s 
clothing  items,  such  as  silk  stockings,  in  it.  They,  took  the  whole  pack  and  drove  away 
with  it.  Apparently,  those  items  were  good  potential  presents  for  some  future  dates  with 
girlfriends.  Of  course  those  articles  belonged  to  my  mother,  who  was  devastated  by  the 
loss.  She  blamed  us,  me  and  my  brother,  but  there  was  nothing  we  could  do  about  it.  A 
Sober  mood  set  in  with  the  feeling  of  how  vulnerable  we  still  were,  how  little  we 
counted.  That  we  were  alive,  we  already,  took  for  granted.” 

“However,  our  spirits  changed  to  upbeat  when  we  finally  reached  the  village 
where  the  functioning  train  station  was.  The  villagers  welcomed  us.  They  provided,  for 
good  money,  superb  meal,  warm  place,  and  the  next  day  help  to  get  on  the  train.  It  was 
into  the  night  by  the  time  we  settled  into  our  spots  in  one  of  the  cattle  cars,  which  were 
quickly  filling  up  with  the  refugees.  Sleep  we  could  not;  there  was  this  little  girl,  maybe 
six  years  old,  who  kept  on  crying  in  the  most  nagging  voice:  ‘let’s  get  going...,  let’s  get 
going  ...,  let’s  get  going...,’  all  night.  No  asking  or  shouting  of  ‘shut  up’  at  her  helped 
and  made  her  silent.  The  nerves  of  everybody  were  weak  and  shattered  anyway.  To  get 
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going  and  to  complete  the  rest  of  the  35  miles  to  our  destination,  took  another  three  days. 
Our  steam  engine  was  taken  away  a  number  of  times  by  the  Soviet  military  authorities. 
They  had  the  priority  and  the  power,  naturally.  Finally,  exhausted,  but  all  together,  we 
arrived  to  Kecskemet,  where  our  new  home  was  to  be  for  the  coming  months.” 

However,  Kecskemet  never  became  for  me  even  a  home  away  from  home.  This 
period  of  living  in  the  small  town,  away  from  the  big  city  of  Budapest  was  like  being  in 
exile  for  the  most  part.  I  did  go  to  school,  get  involved  in  youth  political  movement,  and 
made  some  friends.  I  even  had  kind  of  a  girlfriend.  We  discussed  God,  the  existence  of 
Him.  We  talked  about  if  there  was  One  what  He  would  be  like.  Specifically,  in  the  view 
of  what  the  world  and  the  human  race  had  just  been  going  through,  how  would  it  be 
possible.  I  tended  not  to  believe,  but  -  of  course  -  we  never  concluded  one  way  or  the 
other.  I  roamed  the  outskirts  and  the  countryside,  sometimes  by  myself  sometime  with 
some  friends.  I  had  a  Russian  military  officer  as  a  friend;  he  missed  his  family.  We 
could  not  really  talk,  since  I  knew  no  Russian  and  he  did  not  know  any  Hungarian.  But, 
we  still  understood  each  other  pretty  well,  somehow.  I  did  get  more  and  more  involved 
in  political  ideology  as  a  Social  Democrat.  I  learned  about  the  socialist  and  Marxist 
doctrines.  I  did  get  associated  with  the  youth  movement  and  became  a  functionary.” 

“But  I  never  could  really  blend  into  the  small  town  atmosphere.  I  missed  the  big 
city,  where  in  the  meantime  life  had  returned  to  its  fullest  and  it  was  pulsating.  Things 
were  happening,  as  I  heard  on  the  radio,  from  people,  and  read  in  the  paper.  I  wanted  to 
be  part  of  it.  In  the  meantime  my  parents,  and  also  my  sister,  returned  to  Budapest,  while 
for  some  reason  I  was  left  to  stay  with  my  brother  in  Kecskemet.  So,  when  August  came, 
and  more  exiting  news  were  coming  from  the  capital  city,  I  just  had  had  enough.  One 
morning,  I  packed  my  belongings,  said  good-by  and  thanks  for  everything  to  my  brother, 
and,  took  the  train  back  to  Budapest,  -  no  matter  what.  I  asked  no  permission.  The  train 
ride  was  of  course,  by  that  time,  in  a  passenger  car,  with  appropriate  service  and  comfort. 
It,  took  less  than  three  hours  and  I  was  back  home,  my  real  home  that  is.  It  did  not  even 
matter  either  that  my  mother's  welcome  was:  ‘What  are  you  doing  here!’  That  was  when 
World  War  II  was  over  for  me,  and  a  period  had  come  to  an  end.” 
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"Well,  that  is  the  story  of  those  days  of  the  Second  World  War.  Rather,  that  is  my 
story,  the  story  of  the  survival  of  myself  along  with  my  immediate  family.  It  was  just  the 
greatest,  that  we  all  made  it  through,"  - 1  stated. 

"I  understand,  you  were  among  the  few  close  families  that  were  together  at  the 
very  end  of  the  war,”  Julie  responded. 

"You  can  say  that.  We  were  among  the  few  lucky  ones.  In  Hungary  alone  over 
400,000  Jews  were  killed,  which  was  about  two-thirds  of  the  Jewish  population.  While 
in  whole  Europe,  in  all  the  countries  that  were  occupied  by  Hitler's  forces  75  percent  or 
more  of  the  Jewish  population,  some  six  million  people,  men,  women,  and  children,  were 
slaughtered.  There  were  very  few  families  did  not  get  decimated,”  I  said. 

"What  about  the  rest  of  your  family  and  friends?”  She  asked. 

"Well,  on  my  father’s  side,  a  couple  of  cousins,  and  an  uncle  were  gone  and  an 
aunt  and  uncle  survived;  on  my  mother’s  side  her  brother  was  killed,  but  the  rest  of  the 
family  had  either  left  Hungary  or  died  naturally  before  the  war.  We  were  a  small  family 
to  begin  with.  As  for  my  school  friends,  some  quarter  of  them  did  not  come  back  for  one 
reason  or  other,”  I  answered. 

In  the  meantime  we  had  already  nearly  completed  our  drive  home.  Except, 
suddenly,  there  seemed  to  be  some  car  problem.  It  was  dark  and  we  were  proceeding  on 
the  expressway.  Interstate  390.  The  headlights  gave  hardly  any  illumination.  I  had  a 
hard  time  seeing  the  road.  I  realized  I  had  no  charge  for  the  battery  of  the  car  and  was 
losing  electricity.  So,  I  pulled  behind  a  small  truck  and  turned  off  my  headlights  using 
the  truck's  lights  for  me  to  see.  I  knew  that  in  another  three  miles  there  was  an  exit  and  a 
truck  stop  where  I  could  stop,  check  it  out  and  get  some  help.  Just  then  a  siren  sounded 
behind  me,  and  sure  enough  a  police  car  halted  me.  Right  away,  turning  things  around  I 
said  to  the  police  patrol  it  was  great  he  just  appeared,  since  I  needed  help.  After  I 
explained  to  him  the  situation  he  led  me  to  the  truck  stop's  restaurant.  There  was  a 
telephone  I  needed.  I  called  the  Emergency  Road  Service  of  the  Automobile  Club.  After 
some  waiting,  as  usual,  the  club's  tow  truck  arrived.  The  man  was  checking  my  car  out, 
and  determined  that  there  was  no  charge  (which  I  already  knew).  He  said  there  was 
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nothing  he  could  do, ...  other  than  tow  the  car  to  the  next  little  town  to  a  garage.  We 
started  negotiating.  I  wanted  him  to  take  my  battery  out  and  completely  charge  it  up 
during  the  night  while  we  (and  the  car)  would  be  in  a  motel  for  the  night.  I  figured  that 
during  the  day,  when  I  do  not  need  to  use  the  headlights,  with  a  fully  charged  battery  I 
could  make  it  to  my  home  town.  Then  I  could  put  in  a  new  dynamo,  what  I  needed  to  do 
anyway  to  fix  the  charging  problem.  But,  he  said  he  did  not  have  any,  tools  to  take  the 
battery  out.  He  said,  these  days  one  needs  possibly  so  many  different  tools  he  could  not 
carry  them  all  anyway.  I  told  him  I  did  have  some  wrenches  we  could  use.  That  is  what 
we  did.  When  he  left  with  my  battery,  Julie  started  laughing  her  head  off. 

"What  did  it  happen  to  you?  What  is  so  funny?”  I  asked. 

"Well,  just  what  the  man  said.”  Julie  stopped  laughing,  and  explained,  “he  did  not 
have  any,  tools  because  he  needed,  too  many.  So,  he  just  simply  did  not  have  any,  tools 
at  all  to  do  any  of  the  work.  It  sounded  like  a  kind  of  stupid  solution,  but  I  think  it 
sounded  also  very  funny.  It  is  fortunate  you  had  some  basic  tools." 

We  had  another  evening,  although  it  was  somewhat  late.  There  was  a  place  to  eat 
and  then  rest  for  the  night.  We  had  a  little  more  time  to  discuss  and  maybe  finish  the 
subject. 

Then  Julie  asked  about  my  former  (ex)  wife:  “How  did  Chana  got  through? 

Where  was  she  from?" 

"She  is  from  Budapest.  That  is  where  they  lived.  However,  Chana  and  her 
mother  ended  up  in  Auschwitz.  What  happened  was,  following  the  German  occupation 
of  Hungary,  that  they  obtained  false  Christian  papers  and  left  Budapest  to  stay  in  a  small, 
remote  village.  To  their  bad  luck  a  former  helper,  a  maid  of  theirs,  was  living  in  the  same 
village.  The  woman  saw  them  and  recognized  them.  She  reported  the  mother  and 
daughter  to  the  authorities.  The  Hungarian  Gendarmes,  who  were  the  countryside  police 
and  very  anti-Semitic,  came  and  arrested  them.  At  first  they  were  thrown  in  jail.  Then, 
when  all  the  Jews  of  the  village  were  loaded  in  boxcars  and  deported  to  Auschwitz,  they 
were  also  loaded  and  shipped  out.  In  Auschwitz,  when  they  arrived,  like  everybody,  they 
went  through  the  selection.  Chana  was  wearing  glasses,  and  although  she  was  only  14 
years  old,  she  was  a  tall  girl  and  looked  older.  A  German  officer  gave  her  a  slap  on  the 
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face,  which  knocked  her  glasses  away.  The  officer  also  did  not  let  her  pick  the  glasses 
up.  This,  actually,  saved  her  life  since  she  was  not  selected  out  to  be  gassed.  Both  of 
them  were  sent  to  Birkenau,  a  nearby  work  camp.  From  there  they  were  taken  to  a  place 
in  Czechoslovakia.  They  learned  quickly  to  keep  in  secret  the  fact  they  were  mother  and 
daughter.  Relatives  were  not  allowed  to  be  together.  They  worked  14-15  hours  a  day  in 
a  factory  making  airplane  spare  parts.  She  was  drilling  small  holes  all  day.  They  were 
there  until  the  end,  until  the  liberation  by  the  partisans.  They  survived,  but  in  the 
meantime  Chana's  father  returned  to  their  home  in  Budapest  from  the  military  work 
camp.  He  found  out  that  they  were  gone.  He  assumed  they  were  dead.  In  desperation  he 
'gave  himself  up'.  He  was  beaten  up  and  deported  to  Germany  to  a  concentration  camp. 
He  was  killed  there.  It  was  a  long  time  before  Chana  found  out  the  details  of  his  plight. 
She  was  really  hurt  by  it.  Chana  adored  and  loved  her  father  very  dearly.  This  is  a  sad 
story." 


Then  I  continued  to  add  a  few  more  reflections  about  the  issue  of  resistance,  about 
the  whole  question  of  this  systematic  slaughter,  that  Hitler  called  the  Final  Solution:  “In 
today's  world,  here  in  America,  it  is  hard  to  follow  and  to  understand  what  was  the 
psychology  in  this  mass  killing  of  adults  and  children,  how  it  could  happen.  In  the 
history  of  human  beings  there  have  been  atrocities  against  groups  of  people,  including 
genocide  of  whole  breeds.  But  those  were  in  old  times  and  different  places,  in  more 
primitive  societies.  We  were  in  modem  times  and  more  'Western',  'cultured'  nations. 
There  was  anti-Semitism  all  along  especially  in  the  Eastern  European  nations.  The  Jews 
learned  to  live  with  it  and  it  was  somewhat  'normal'  part  of  the  everyday  life.  When  I  say 
Jews,  I  put  every  Jew  in  the  same  category,  but  there  was  a  large  variety  and  degree  of 
Jewishness.  The  spectrum  was  wide  from  the  traditional,  or  orthodox  religious  Jews,  to 
the  ones  that  were  bom  as  such  but  were  not  religious  and  were  assimilating  with  the 
people  of  the  host  nation,  and  anywhere  between.  There  was  on  everybody's  mind  how 
you  define  a  ‘Jew.’  Is  it  a  religion?  A  nation?  A  race?  And  in  what  combination?  Of 
course,  for  the  religious  ones  it  was  relatively  easy,  but  then  the  compromise  was  much 
more  difficult.  It  varied  from  those  with  deep  beliefs  in  the  Almighty  God  to  those  who 
were  atheists.  Hitler  simplified  the  definition  by  determining  everybody  to  be  a  Jew  if 
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even  only  one  of  the  grandparents  was  bom  a  Jew.  The  German  craze  of  their  ‘uber 
alias’  ('above  all')  Aryan  ethnic  Puritanism  created  an  atmosphere  of  anything  goes  for 
everybody  else.  It  let  loose  the  worst  in  humans,  and  coupled  with  the  horrors  of  the  war 
there  was  no  limit  to  their  rampage.  So,  to  quote  from  a  book  I  read  recently:  'Voices 
from  the  Holocaust',  which  tells  many  individual  stories  of  people  went  through: 

'Histories  of  the  Holocaust  dwell  on  the  machinery  of  destruction,  on  the 
bureaucratization  of  murder  and  the  technological  aspects  of  genocide.'  They  built  the 
concentration/death  camp  of  Treblinka,  equipped  with  gas  chambers  and  crematoriums 
for  high  efficiency  before  they  deported  and  killed  a  quarter-million  Jews  from  the 
Warsaw  Ghetto,  all  in  a  couple  of  months  time.  The  Germans,  as  I  said  before,  were 
extremely  organized  and  used  all  tactics  to  achieve  their  goal.  They  were  working  within 
the  'Law',  but  the  German  law  was  tailored  to  serve  their  purpose.  The  large  Jewish 
population  believed  that  as  long  as  you  were  a  law-abiding,  good  citizen  you  would 
survive.  But  to  the  contrary,  obeying  the  law  was  leading  to  destruction  and  death  in 
most  of  the  cases.  You  needed  to  know  where,  when,  and  how  to  resist.  There  was  a 
woman  in  one  of  the  concentration  camps  who  tried  to  escape  but  was  caught.  She  was 
sentenced  to  death.  As  she  was  taken  to  the  gallows  to  be  hung  in  front  of  the  whole 
camp,  she  cut  her  wrist  and  let  her  blood  flow  on  her  executioners  ..,  as  a  last 
demonstration  of  her  defiance.  The  Germans  used  some  Jewish  and  other  prisoners, 
themselves,  for  policing  the  masses  of  prisoners.  They  created  Judencrats,  Jewish 
governing  bodies,  and  Jewish  police  and  other  lieutenants.  Those  were  the  Kapos  that 
were  sometimes  worse  than  the  SS  to  prove  their  own  worth.  Those  people  were  the  ones 
who,  for  some  small  benefits  for  themselves,  were  assisting  in  the  machinery  of 
destruction.  They  were  eliminated  first  when  the  time  came.  The  German  deception 
carried  as  far  as  having  an  orchestra,  a  Jewish  orchestra  of  inmates  in  nice  blue  dresses 
playing  some  classical  music,  or  light  opera,  when  the  Jews  were  marching  to  and  from 
work,  or  were  arriving  on  the  train  and  went  through  the  selection  process.  They  had  nice 
flower  pots  on  the  road  to  the  gas  chamber,  which  had  signs  on  the  door  saying  'shower'. 
They  had  letters  written  and  mailed  back  'home'  to  say  how  well  things  were.  They  also 
had  signs  on  top  of  the  large  gates  entering  the  concentration  camps  in  Auschwitz  and 
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other  locations.  The  signs  read:  'Arbeit  Macht  Frei'  meaning  'Work  makes  you  Free'. 
What  an  irony,  what  a  lie  it  was.  I  think,  I  rest  my  case." 

The  next  morning,  as  planned,  the  charged-up  battery  was  brought  back  and  put  in 
the  car.  We  drove  back  without  a  hitch.  Within  an  hour  they  put  in  a  new  dynamo  at  the 
Sears  automotive  center  at  the  nearby  mall.  From  there,  in  less  than  twenty  minutes  we 
were  back  at  her  home  completing  our  journey. 

At  some  point  Julie  commented.  “This  was  really  incredible  of  a  story  you  were 
telling.  I  know,  it  was  not  a  story,  but  an  account,  a  terrible  description  of  the  events  that 
you  did  go  through.  It  is  hard  to  believe,  but  I  do  have  a  little  better  understanding  of 
what  it  could  be  like,  although  it  is  hard  to  visualize.  You  know,  I  really  knew  very  little 
about  the  Holocaust." 

"You  know  more  about  it  now.  However,  altogether  what  I  went  through  was 
much  less,  considering  what  most  other  people  did.  I  did  not  suffer  that  much  compared 
even  just  to  Chana  being  in  Auschwitz  and  loosing  her  father.  Everybody  has  her  own 
account  to  tell,”  - 1  added. 

"I  would  like  just  ask  one  more  question,  if  I  could,”  she  inquired. 

"Sure,  what  is  it?" 

"What  do  you  think  it,  took  to  survive,  as  you  did?" 

After  some  pause  and  thought  I  answered:  “I  think  it  was  a  combination  of  having 
the  will  and  the  strength  to  live  through,  taking  some  risks  when  it  seemed  to  be 
appropriate,  and  to  having  a  great  deal  of  luck."  After  a  little  pause,  I  added:  “I  think  I 
survived  because  of  reasoning,  while  my  ‘Ex’  survived  because  of  love  between  her  and 
her  mother.” 

“Now,  I  would  like  to  add  one  more  remark,”  - 1  noted. 

“Sure,”  she  said,  “go  ahead.” 

“I  also  have  a  thought  why  people  do  not  like  to  talk  about  those  times  of  the 
holocaust  and  their  sufferings.  Like  even  with  Chana,  we  talked  very  little  about,  and  I 
learned  about  her  story  in  bits  and  pieces  over  the  course  of  the  many  years,”  -  I  stated. 

“Well,  tell  me.” 
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“You  see,  there  were  many  questions  on  our  mind  about  why  we  had  to  suffer 
through  all  those  terrible  years.  Why  so  many  of  us  perished.  Why  God  (if  there  is  one) 
is  punishing  us  so  harshly.  And,  I  assume  lots  of  people  believed  that  it  was  for  some 
reason  we  were  put  up  to  that  punishment.  That  God  had  a  ‘reason’,  and  we  even 
deserved  it.  Although  there  was  no  answer  for  that,  still  people  do  not  like  to  be 
punished.  They  actually,  even  in  their  unconscious  mind,  felt  ashamed  for  it  like  they 
really  did  something  wrong.  There  was  no  explanation  and  people  do  not  care  to  bring  it 
up.  They  do  not  know  how  to  deal  with  it.” 

“You  might  be  right,  ...  I  don’t  know,”  she  responded. 

“Of  course,  my  feeling  is  different.  I  think  this  is  just  one  of  those  historical 
things,  the  result  of  age-old  ethnic  hatred,  and  human  nature.  That  is  why  I  became  a 
Zionist  and  wanted  to  build  a  country  to  protect  ourselves.  I  am  glad  the  world  is 
changing,  but  there  is  still  plenty  of  hatred  all  over  the  globe,”  I  concluded. 

In  the  meantime  we  had  just  arrived  at  her  home.  I  let  her  off.  "It  was  great, 
enjoyable,  ...  very  educational,  and  ...very  emotional,”  she  said.  “Thank  you". 

"You  are  welcome,  and  thank  you,  just  the  same.  Happy  birthday,  once  again,"  I 
answered. 

With  that  I,  took  off  back  to  my  home  and  to  my  regular,  routine,  every-day  life. 
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13.  VISIT  THE  OLD  COUNTRY. 


It  was  early  spring  time  in  1991.  Less  than  three  months  had  passed  since  I  have 
returned  from  a  three- weeks  overseas  trip.  I  had  flown  to  Budapest,  Hungary  and  Tel 
Aviv,  Israel.  I  put  together  a  total  of  three  weeks  leave  from  work  with  my  yearly  two- 
weeks  of  vacation,  and  a  week  of  time  off  between  Christmas  and  New  Year.  It  allowed 
me  to  spend  close  to  a  couple  of  weeks  in  Budapest,  where  I  had  been  bom  and  spent  my 
childhood,  and  to  visit  my  brother  and  his  wife.  It  gave  me  three  days  in  Vienna,  Austria, 
where  I  went  through  on  the  way  to  Israel  in  1949.  It  also  allowed  me  a  week  to  visit 
Israel  to  see  my  son  and  grandchildren,  my  sister  and  mother,  and  some  of  my  friends.  It 
seemed  to  me  the  timing  was  right.  I  needed  that  trip.  It  was  just  over  40  years  since  I 
had  left  Budapest.  That  is  a  pretty  long  time.  Hungary  was  just  going  through  some 
tremendous  political  and  economic  changes.  They  were  getting  rid  of  the  communist 
rule.  The  Soviet  occupation  was  coming  to  an  end.  They  were  turning  around  the  system 
from  a  state  controlled  system  to  a  market  directed  economy,  from  a  dictatorial  to  a 
democratic  society.  I  wanted  to  go  and  see  it  for  myself.  I  wanted  to  get  the  feel  of  it. 
And  while  I  was  in  the  "area",  it  was  time  for  me  to  stop  by  and  see  my  family  as  well. 
Four  years  had  passed  since  I  had  seen  them  the  last.  My  grandchildren  are  growing  up, 
my  mother  is  getting  very  old,  and  it  was  very  much  time  to  pay  a  visit. 

Now,  it  was  time  to  share  my  experience  and  my  excitement  with  my  friends 
around  here.  I  decided  on  a  dinner  party.  I  would  be  preparing  some  special  dinner, 
maybe  some  Hungarian  dishes.  It  would  be  appropriate  to  fit  the  mode:  the  party  was 
about  telling  my  friends  what  I  had  seen  on  my  visit  mainly  in  Hungary,  my  native 
country.  Plus,  the  Hungarian  cuisine  is  different  from  the  ordinary  and  it  is  a  tasty  meal, 
which  I  knew  how  to  prepare.  Beside,  I  brought  from  Hungary  some  genuine  paprika  for 
seasoning.  So,  I  thought  how  about  chicken  paprikas,  with  galushka,  which  is  a  kind  of 
dumpling,  and  peas  for  the  vegetable.  Then  provide  all  kind  of  ingredients,  such  as 
lettuce,  tomatoes,  peppers,  cucumbers,  carrots,  etc.,  so  everybody  would  be  able  to 
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prepare  their  own  salad.  That  is  something  American  for  everybody's  taste.  For  dessert, 
a  kind  of  Hungarian  pastry  with  nuts  and  apples.  Of  course,  there  will  be  drinks,  soda 
and  coffee,  or  tea.  I  would  invite  my  closest  friends,  which  happen  to  be  from  the  Hiking 
Club.  I  had  to  set  a  limit  on  how  many  I  could  accommodate,  let’s  say  ten  people. 
However,  when  I  finished  the  list  it  was  13  men  and  women.  I  could  not  leave  out 
anyone.  So,  I  made  room  for  all  of  them.  It  turned  out  that  all  of  them  came.  There  were 
some  couples,  some  singles,  some  younger  and  some  older.  There  was  Julie,  my  former 
girlfriend,  with  whom  I  had  had  quite  a  love  affair.  It  lasted  just  about  a  couple  of  years. 
It  was  hot  and  went  very  well  at  the  beginning,  but  it  started  teetering  against  my  will. 
Although  we  had  detached  gradually  more  and  more  and  finally  we  broke  up  as  lovers, 
but  we  still  stayed  "just"  friends.  I  blame  her  involvement  in  A. A.  as  culprit,  at  least 
partially  if  not  fully.  Then,  there  were  Bemie  and  Marilyn  who  were  prominent  members 
of  the  Hiking  Club.  He  was  the  president  just  before  I  became  one.  He  was  a  retired 
engineer,  an  easy  going,  very  intelligent  guy.  She  was  a  very  well  educated  retired 
teacher.  Since  then  they  have  left  the  area  and  moved  west  to  join  their  daughter. 
Actually,  this  would  be  the  third  (and  the  last)  year  since  I  have  replaced  Bemie  as  the 
Chapter  President  of  the  Hiking  Club.  He  was  a  good  president  and  it  was  challenging  to 
follow  him.  But,  I  think,  I  was  up  to  the  challenge.  However,  as  he  remarked  at  some 
point,  I  had  a  different  style,  which  might  have  been  for  the  better,  but  certainly  not  for 
the  worse.  I  was  more  regimented,  or,  better  organized.  It  was  an  organization  involved 
in  hiking  in  the  woods  and  hills,  canoeing  on  creeks  and  lakes,  cross  country  skiing  in  the 
winter,  some  camping  and  even  social  activities  along  the  way,  such  as  picnicking,  and  so 
on.  There  were  more  than  a  couple  hundred  members,  but  typically  only  about  40  to  50 
active.  I  did  enjoy  being  in  and  leading  the  chapter,  which  was  part  of  a  statewide  and 
fairly  large  organization  called  the  Adirondack  Mountain  Club.  It  kept  me  busy, 
involved,  and  allowed  me  to  do  what  I  liked.  Plus,  it  provided  friends  hips  with  people 
like  myself.  There  was  Jean,  a  young  single  Lady,  who  had  an  unhappy  relationship  with 
a  "boy",  who  was  immature  for  his  age.  She  broke  up  with  him  by  the  end  of  the  year 
and  we  became  good  friends  (platonic)  over  the  course  of  time  in  the  following  years. 

She  was  a  special  education  teacher,  but  what  she  really  cared  about  was  horses.  She 
became  a  teacher  just  to  please  her  family.  Debbie  and  Joe  were  fairly  young  couple, 
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interesting  people.  She  traveled  on  her  summer  vacation  to  South  American  countries, 
and  he  liked  to  go  fishing  out  west.  Paul  and  Pat  became  very  good  friends  in  later  years. 
He  was  a  frustrated  high  school  teacher.  They  loved  the  outdoors  and  were  very  nice, 
easygoing,  straight  forward  people.  They  had  two  grown  up  "kids".  A  girl,  who  worked 
on  her  PhD,  and  a  boy,  an  artist  in  ceramics  who  had  moved  to  Ireland.  Both  got  married 
with  time.  Well,  then  there  was  Charlie,  the  only  one  I  did  not  really  like,  too  much.  He 
was  a  user  in  general.  A  fairly  young  single  guy.  He  acted  like  the  world  owed  him 
something,  because  he  had  a  rough  childhood.  The  reason  I  invited  him  was  because  I 
felt  obligated,  since  he  had  invited  me  numerous  times  to  his  parties.  Then  there  were 
also  Rudy  and  Elisabeth,  and  Allen  and  Grace.  Both  couples  were  fairly  young  people, 
active  in  the  Club  and  in  life.  They  were  associated  with  the  University  and  with  many 
other  environmental  issues.  These  were  my  guests  for  the  dinner  party. 

It  was  a  very  fine  dinner.  It  went  smoothly.  Some  of  the  ladies  helped.  There 
was  good  atmosphere.  Everybody  ate  well  and  were  busy  with  all  the  usual  small  talk. 
They  talked  about,  among  other  things  -  of  course,  the  hike  they  were  taking  the  same 
day.  It  was  held  actually  close  by  and  lead  by  Pat.  The  weather  was  a  little  bit  cool,  but 
dry  and  mostly  sunny.  There  were  positive  comments  about  the  dinner  toward  the  end  of 
it: 

"Where  did  you  learn  to  cook  like  that?”  Marilyn  asked. 

"Just  picked  it  up  along  the  way,”  I  responded. 

"It  was  really  very  good,”  three  or  four  people  said. 

"I  never  had  anything  like  it,”  others  added. 

"What  do  you  call  the  meat?”  Debbie  inquired. 

"Chicken  paprikas,”  I  answered. 

"And  how  do  you  call  that  thing,  the  dumpling?”  Debbie  asked  again.  “Say  it  in 
Hungarian." 

"It  was  Ga-lush-ka,”  I  said. 

"I  understand  the  food  in  Hungary  is  very  good  in  general,”  commented  Bemie,” 
although  it  is  quite  rich,  is  it  not?" 

"Did  you  just  visit  there  recently,  did  you  not?”  Paul  asked. 
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"Yes  I  did.  I  was  in  Budapest  for  almost  two  weeks  just  before  Christmas,  and 
then  a  couple  of  days  in  Vienna  and  about  a  week  in  Tel  Aviv,”  I  answered. 

"You  are  from  Hungary  originally,  aren't  you?”  Elisabeth  said.  “Were  you  bom  in 
Budapest,  which  is  the  capital  of  Hungary?" 

"Yes,  I  was  bom  and  grew  up  in  Budapest.  I  spent  the  first  21  years  of  my  life, 
well  almost,  there." 

"Do  you  have  anybody  still  living  in  Budapest?" 

"Yes,  I  do  have  an  older  brother.  He  is  five  years  older  than  I  am." 

"When  did  you  come  to  this  country?  In  1956?  That  is  when  there  was  some 
Hungarian  uprising  against  the  Soviets?  It  was  then,  when  lots  of  Hungarians  left  and 
came  to  the  US,  and  Canada,  too.  I  did  meet  a  few  and  they  told  about  the  havoc  and 
fighting  that  went  on  first  among  themselves  and  then  against  the  Red  Army  that 
suppressed  the  overthrow  of  the  communist  government.  There  was  a  short  period  of 
time  when  the  borders  opened  up  and  many  thousands  of  people  left  to  Austria  and  from 
there  to  other  countries  like  ours,"  -  Allen  injected. 

"You  know  history,  but,  no,  I  am  not  a  1956  refugee.  I  left  Hungary,  although 
illegally,  in  1949,  and  emigrated  to  Israel.  I  lived  in  Israel,  in  a  number  of  places,  for  15 
years.  First,  I  was  in  a  Kibbutz  on  the  southern  shores  of  the  Sea  of  Galilea  for  4  years. 
Then  I  moved  to  the  southern  part  of  Israel  along  the  Mediterranean  sea,  and  finally 
ended  up  in  a  suburb  of  Tel  Aviv  called  Givat  Rambam.  I  came  to  this  country  in 
January  of  1964.  That  was  the  year  just  after  the  assassination  of  President  Kennedy,”  I 
clarified  it. 

"Is  not  Hungary  going  through  some  radical  changes  politically,  these  days?” 
Charlie  stipulated. 

"Yes,  this  is  one  reason  I  went.  To  see  it  for  myself.  I  do  have  some  slides  I 
wanted  to  show  to  you.  I  wanted  to  share  with  you  what  I  saw  and  experienced.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  it  was  amazing  to  see  what  a  transformation  the  country  is  going  through,” 
I  stated. 

"Is  that  the  first  time  you  were  back  ...  after  so  many  years?  How  many  is  it?” 
Debbie  was  inquiring. 
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"Let's  see  ...  since  1949  when  I  left,  and  now  it  is  1991  ...  well  it  was  still  90, 
when  I  went:  so  it  is  41  years." 

"That  is  quite  a  long  time.  How  come  you  did  not  go  before  on  one  of  your  trips 
to  Israel  or  directly?”  Joe  added. 

"I  did  not  want  to  take  the  chance  as  long  as  there  was  communism.  Remember,  I 
left  illegally,  and  just  before  I  was  supposed  to  go  to  the  armed  services.  Although  there 
was  amnesty,  but  I  did  not  really  trust  the  government.  You  just  never  knew  what  they 
might  do. ...  So,  shall  we  see  the  slides  and  I  will  tell  you  all  about  it;  OK?”  I  suggested. 

"Sure, ...  let's  see  the  slides,  and  listen  to  your  report,”  was  the  general  agreement. 

I  started  the  slide  show  and  was  telling  the  story  as  I  was  going  along:  - 
"Suddenly,  on  the  airplane,  I  woke  up  and  I  realized  that  in  less  than  half  an  hour  we 
would  be  landing  in  Budapest.  Excitement,  strange  feelings,  and  goose  bumps  were 
going  through  my  mind  and  body.  I  did  not  think  that  I  would  be  that  emotional.  I  tried 
to  collect  myself  as  I  was  looking  out  the  window  and  saw  the  airport  building  as  we 
were  taxiing  toward  it.  In  no  time,  we  were  disembarking.  It  was  somewhat  foggy  and 
there  were  some  snow  patches.  We  got  inside  the  terminal,  and  following  a  few  routine 
questions  got  through  the  passport  check  and  the  customs  with  no  problem  at  all.  This 
was  my  first  surprise  of  the  apparent  changes  the  country  is  going  through.  It  was  easy.  I 
did  not  even  need  a  visa.  They  just  stamped  my  passport,  glanced  at  my  luggage,  and  I 
was  in  Hungary  in  less  than  a  half  an  hour.  The  airport  was  very  small,  kind  of  cramped 
and  dark.  The  facilities  were  quite  O.K.,  but  seemed  to  be  limited.  Then,  there  was  my 
brother,  waiting  for  me.  Of  course,  we  embraced.  We  were  happy  to  see  each  other  and 
after  the  initial  ‘How  are  you?  How  was  your  flight?’  we  had  some  difficulty  to  start  any 
conversation.  We  did  not  know  what  to  say  to  each  other.  However,  that  did  not  last 
long  and  pretty  soon  we  were  getting  along  just  fine.  We  did  not  have  any  problem  to 
talk  and  to  discuss  just  about  anything  (except  personal  intimate  matters).  There  were  a 
couple  of  things  I  observed  within  very  short  time.  The  relationship  between  the  people 
was  very  formal  in  general.  The  way  they  talked  to  each  other,  the  way  they  behaved 
toward  someone  else  was  according  to  an  oldish,  very  traditional  etiquette.  It  was  like  it 
had  been  over  forty  years  ago.  It  did  not  seem  that  a  communist  era  made  any  difference, 
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or  maybe  it  was  because  of  it.  People,  not  friends,  talked  to  each  other  very  formally  in 
third  person  pronoun.  The  man  said  to  a  woman  in  saying  good-by:  ‘I  will  be  kissing  her 
hand.’  (“Her”  was  the  formal  way  to  say  “your”.)  To  use  second  person  pronoun  ‘you’ 
had  to  go  through  some  formal  procedure  declaring  you  were  ‘friends.’  It  sounded  quite 
strange.  I  am  not  used  to  that  formality  any  more.  The  second  thing  was  the  language 
itself.  It  became  very  complicated.  There  was  a  built  in  explanatory  mode.  The 
sentences  were  long  and  heavy  with  added  phrases  trying  to  "explain"  what  it  meant.  Of 
course,  I  speak  Hungarian  and  within  a  couple  of  days  I  got  into  it  quite  fluently.  I 
believe,  my  accent  was  now  fairly  heavy  and  it  was  quite  Anglo-Saxon.  But,  this  was 
natural.  I  mentioned  the  change  of  the  language  to  my  brother  with  those  explanatory 
phrases  built  in  to  it.  After  some  thought  Laci,  my  brother,  said  that  I  might  have  been 
right.  I  knew  I  was  right.  They  do  not  notice  those  changes,  which  occurred  in  the 
course  of  time.  It  takes  an  outsider  like  me  to  notice  it.” 

“My  brother  lived  with  his  wife  at  the  southern  portion  of  the  City  of  Budapest  in 
the  Buda  side.  He  had  a  very  nice,  but  somewhat  small  one  bedroom  apartment.  It  was 
on  the  fourth  floor  of  an  apartment  house.  I  had  a  room  rented  in  the  apartment  of  a 
single  man  on  the  ground  floor  of  the  same  house.  We  spent  our  first  days  of  my  visit 
touring  Buda.  We  walked  in  his  neighborhood,  looked  at  the  streets,  observed  the  Gellert 
Mountain  with  the  Freedom  Monument  and  checked  out  the  bridges  that  connect  Buda 
with  Pest.  There  was  the  famous  Chain  Bridge,  a  suspension  bridge,  which  was  the  first 
of  its  kind  built  in  the  19th  Century.  It  was  inaugurated  in  1849.  There  are  the  four 
statues  of  lions  'guarding'  at  the  four  comers  of  the  bridge  where  the  chain  is  anchored. 
This  bridge,  like  all  the  others,  was  also  blown  up  by  the  retreating  German  Army  toward 
the  end  of  World  War  A.  It  was  rebuilt  after  the  war  and  reopened  exactly  on  the  100 
year  anniversary  of  the  first  opening.  Behind  the  bridge  there  was  a  tunnel  under  a  steep 
hill.  I  remember  from  my  childhood  when  it  was  "explained"  to  me  that  the  purpose  of 
the  tunnel  was  to  slide  the  bridge  in  when  it  was  raining  in  order  to  protect  the  bridge 
from  the  rainwater.  When  I  was  a  little  boy,  I  never  questioned  how  and  why,  just 
accepted  the  joke  as  an  absolute  truth.  We,  took  the  one  short  stop  in  the  mountain  cable 
car  up  the  hill  to  the  King's  palace.  Of  course,  it  is  not  the  King's  castle  any  more,  but  it 
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is  a  public  building.  There  is  an  art  gallery,  a  large  historical  museum  and  other  exhibits. 
There  were  school  children  visiting  and  sitting  in  the  lobby  with  their  stem  looking 
woman  teachers.  There  were  nice  gardens  and  interesting  statues  around  the  palace.” 

“Across  on  the  opposite  side,  there  was  a  currently  running  special  exhibition. 
This  spectacle  was  a  large  one  and  it  was  about  the  tyranny  and  the  fallacies  of  the 
communist  rule.  At  the  entrance  there  were  two  huge  faces.  One  was  of  Stalin  and  the 
other  of  Rakosy,  who  was  the  Hungarian  equivalent  of  Stalin.  Inside,  among  the  many 
exhibits  and  items  there  were  pictures  and  articles  showing  the  Hungarian  KGB's 
headquarters  from  outside  and  its  interior.  The  building  happened  to  be  a  half  a  block 
from  our  old  house,  where  we  lived  as  teenagers.  It  also  happened  to  have  beeen  the 
headquarters  of  the  Hungarian  Nazi  party,  the  Arrow  Cross,  before  the  communist 
takeover.  There  were  old  communist  posters,  to  which  my  brother,  that  is  my  brother  - 
the  old-time  ‘communist’,  pointed  out  the  always  smiling  and  happy  faces  of  farmers  and 
workers  victoriously  looking  upward.  Well,  the  truth  is  that  I  never  suspected  my  brother 
was  a  real  communist  believer  in  his  heart.  But,  he  certainly  played  the  game,  and  played 
it  well.  That  is  why  he  progressed  to  fairly  high  position  to  be  the  top  man  in  a  state 
owned  company.  He  is  also  an  intelligent  guy,  but  that  by  itself  would  not  be  enough  and 
he  knew  that  well,  too.  He  was  a  ‘devoted’  party  member  when  it  was  advantageous  for 
him  and  forgot  about  it  when  it  was  not  needed.  In  the  exhibition  there  were  portions  of 
the  demolished  monuments  of  the  communist  era,  and  many  objects  of  the  old  regime. 
Laci  commented  on  the  lies,  misgivings  and  problems  of  the  old  rule,  which  finally  is 
over.  I  had  to  agree  with  him  fully  on  all  of  these  points.  We  stopped  at  the  so  called 
Fisherman's  castle,  which  is  an  overlook,  with  observation  towers.  Nobody  knows  where 
the  name  came  from.  However,  it  provides  a  very  good  view  of  the  Pest  side.  We  saw 
the  beautiful  Parliament  building  just  ahead  of  us.  It  was  under  restoration.  The  whole 
city  could  be  perceived  in  the  distance.  There  was  the  main  Jewish  temple,  the  Great 
Synagogue,  in  a  very  sorry  state.  It  has  been  neglected  for  40  years,  because  it  was 
Jewish  and  a  religious  institution,  and  was  in  very  bad  need  of  rehabilitation.  We  looked 
at  the  Saint  Stephen’s  Basilica,  the  main  Catholic  cathedral.  It  is  a  beautiful  building.  It 
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was  in  much  better  shape,  despite  being  a  religious  institution,  although  also  in  need  of 
rehabilitation.” 

“We  spent  some  time  in  the  Gellert  Bath.  Budapest  is  famous  for  the  hot  mineral 
water  bath  houses,  and  this  is  one  of  the  most  well-known.  It  was  a  nice  experience, 
pleasant  bathing  and  good  swimming.  Laci  goes  very  often.  He  knows  the  place  and  the 
attendants  know  him.  Laci  drove  me  around  Pest,  too,  to  show  me  and  warm  me  up  to  it. 
We  drove  around  Hunyadi  Square,  which  is  a  small  one-block  park.  This  is  where  we 
had  liveed  for  many  years  before  I  left  Hungary.  He  made  a  circle  in  just  the  same  way 
as  I  did,  when  I  was  saying  good-by  40  plus  years  earlier.  He  had  remembered  it.  In  the 
next  few  days  I  wandered  on  my  own  quite  a  bit,  around  both  the  Buda  and  the  Pest  side. 
There  is  a  very  extensive  and  excellent  public  transportation  system.  I  asked  my  brother 
how  it  was  working.  Laci  said  that  I  have  to  buy  a  ticket  in  a  kiosk  on  the  street  comer. 
With  this  ticket  I  can  get  on  the  electric  cars.  He  told  me  which  number  to  take  for  my 
destination.  Which  I  did.  I  expected  a  conductor  to  come  by  and  take  my  ticket.  But, 
nobody  came,  so  I  reused  my  ticket  again  and  again,  all  day.  In  the  evening  I  told  my 
brother  and  he  asked,  laughingly,  if  I  did  punch-out  my  ticket  as  I  was  getting  on.  He 
then  explained  that  there  was  a  puncher  at  every  entrance,  which  I  was  supposed  to  use. 
They  were  only  checking  from  time  to  time  and  apparently  I  was  lucky  to  get  by.  Well,  I 
cheated  without  knowing.  After  that  I  did  punch-out  as  I  was  getting  on  the  trolley.” 

“Anyway,  I  went  to  visit  my  old  neighborhood.  It  was  in  the  middle  of  Pest,  kind 
of.  I  was  walking  the  same  old  familiar  and  always  very  busy  streets.  I  stopped  on  the 
comer  of  Erzsebet  Circle  and  Kiraly  Street.  And,  I  was  watching  the  mob  of  people  and 
the  mob  of  cars,  and  the  trolleys.  They  were  moving  along  and  stopping  to  drop  off  and 
to  pick  up  passengers.  My  heart  started  racing,  my  inner  voice  chuckled  as  it  came  to  my 
mind  that  this  was  the  place  where  46  years  ago  I  and  my  sister  escaped  from  the  line 
while  we  were  being  transported  to  the  ghetto.  Then  I  walked  northwest  along  Erzsebet 
Circle  only  two  blocks  to  the  Octagon,  where  Andrassy  Road  crossed.  It  is  called 
Octagon,  because  it  has  eight  comers.  It  was  like  a  little  park.  Between  two  comers, 
there  still  was  a  small  restaurant,  but  not  a  large  coffee  house  where  my  father  used  to 
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spend  many  hours  to  linger  around  with  other  men,  or  just  by  himself  reading  the  paper 
and  sipping  coffee.  Nostalgic  feelings  came  over  me.  Then  I  turned  north-east  on 
Andrassy  Road.  I  am  using  the  old  names  of  the  streets,  as  some  of  them  were  changed 
to  fit  the  communist  regime.  Like  Andrassy  Road  was  renamed  Nepkoztarsasag  Utja  (or 
in  English:  People's  Republic  Road,  or  Erzsebet  Circle  became  Lenin  Circle,  and  so  on). 
However,  now  that  the  system  was  changed  the  names  were  changed  back  to  the  old 
names  that  used  to  be.  They  put  up  new  signs,  but  left  the  existing  signs  also  with  a  red 
line  crossing  them.  On  Andrassy  Road  I  was  strolling  a  couple  of  blocks  and  I  stopped  at 
number  60,  which  was  the  headquarters  of  the  Hungarian  KGB,  the  A  VO  and  the  Arrow 
Cross.  This  was  the  same  thing  that  they  showed  in  the  exhibit.  Now  it  is  a  regular 
office  building  with  no  significance,  except  a  plaque  indicating  its  past.  I  turned  right 
and  went  a  half  a  block.  There  I  was  once  again  at  Hunyadi  Square,  at  Number  1,  which 
was  the  house  where  I  used  to  live.  I  went  in,  climbed  up  the  stairs  to  the  fourth  floor, 
where  our  apartment  was.  I  did  not  see  anybody,  but  the  house  with  the  inside  courtyard 
looked  exactly  like  I  remembered.  Then  I  wandered  on  the  square,  which  became  like  a 
market.  There  were  street  vendors,  and  lots  of  people  shopping.  There  was  a  large 
contingency  of  Christmas  tree  vendors.  1  stopped  and  talked  to  the  people.  They  were 
friendly  and  remarked  about  my  camera.  "It  looks  like  a  nice  and  complex  machine,”  one 
person  said  it.  "Are  you  a  tourist,  or  visitor?”  another  was  inquiring.  I  just  said  that  this 
area  used  to  be  my  home.” 

The  square  looked  like  a  nice  lively  place.  There  were  people  playing  chess  or 
just  sitting  around  and  reading  the  newspaper.  It  was  a  cool  but  clear  winter  day  with  no 
snow  on  the  ground.  I  spent  some  time  mulling  around.  I  also  remembered  back  to  some 
of  the  happenings  on  this  square.  I  remembered  when  we  were  smaller  children  we  used 
to  place  an  empty  wallet  on  a  string  on  the  crosswalk.  We  used  to  hide  in  the  bushes  and 
pull  the  wallet  back  when  someone  was  bending  and  attempting  to  pick  it  up.  I  also 
remembered,  when  a  bunch  of  young  thugs,  took  my  school  hat  off  my  head,  and  were 
shouting  anti-Semitic  remarks  at  me.  I  had  retreated  and  run  back  to  the  house.  Then  I 
watched  from  the  window  of  our  apartment  as  they  were  putting  horse  manure  into  my 
hat.  This  was  also  the  place  where  we  buried  grubby  looking,  frozen,  dead  soldiers  days 
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after  the  war  ended  and  we  had  returned.  Then,  several  months  later  the  authorities  had 
exhumed  the  bodies  and  the  whole  area  stank  terribly.  I  did  have  lots  of  experiences, 
good  and  bad,  in  the  some  1 2  years  that  we  lived  there.  I  continued  my  strolling  to  see 
the  area,  looked  for  the  house  where  we  stayed  during  the  German  occupation  and  where 
my  father's  business  was.  I  did  not  find  the  latter,  but  I  did  find  the  house  and  recognized 
the  entrance  way  where  I,  took  shelter  when  the  bombs  were  falling  all  over.  As  I  was 
walking  on  those  streets  I  came  across  a  young  lady  who  was  carrying  a  set  of  small  pots 
held  together  on  top  of  each  other  with  a  holder  and  handle.  It  was  exactly  the  very  same 
kind  I  had  used  to  carry  the  supper  to  my  mother,  when  she  owned  and  worked  in  a  pet 
store.  It  was  amazing  to  see  that.  Maybe  she  was  carrying  supper,  a  home  cooked  meal, 
to  her  mother  working  somewhere  in  the  area.  So  many  years  passed,  and  it  looked  like 
certain  things  never  changed.  Since  then  there  are  plastic  containers,  thermoses,  but  the 
practicality  of  that  carrier  stays  forever.  This  was  capping  the  walk  in  the  neighborhood, 
which  was  an  emotional  experience  for  me,  like  reviving  the  past,  all  those  memories  of 
my  youth.” 

“I  took  the  old  subway  under  Andrassy  Road  almost  up  to  the  last  stop  on  the  line 
to  see  the  Statues  of  the  Heroes  from  the  beginning  of  the  Hungarian  history.  It  was  the 
Millennial  Monument  in  the  Heroes  Square.  From  there  a  walk  in  the  city  park  was  in 
order,  where  I  watched  the  ice  skaters.  This  was  also  the  place  where  I  bought  a  Red 
Army  Air  Force  winter  hat  from  a  street  vendor.  Here  it  is.”  I  interrupted  the  slide  show 
and  presented  the  hat  for  everybody  to  see.  Then  I  continued.  “At  this  period  the  Soviet 
Union's  Red  Army  still  was  stationed  in  Hungarian  territory,  but  they  were  confined  to 
their  bases.  At  this  point  they  did  not  represent  any  power.  The  saying  was  that  they 
were  ready  to  sell  everything  they  had,  including  maybe  some  of  their  equipment.  There 
was  quite  a  bit  of  stuff,  clothing  and  other  items  for  sale  on  the  street.  It  was  a  kind  of 
black  market.  The  Hungarian  people  were  very  anxious  to  see  the  Red  Army  leave  the 
country.  One  evening  my  brother,  took  me  to  a  comedy  show.  There  were  satires,  and 
one  of  them  was  a  sketch  asking  when  were  they  leaving,  what  keeps  them  here  and 
stating  if  they  left  yesterday  it  would  not  be,  too  early.  By  the  way,  my  brother  treated 
me  very  well  and  he  invited  me  also  to  the  opera,  and  a  drama.  In  the  opera  house  we 
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saw  the  Tales  of  Hoffman,  in  a  good  performance.  In  the  theater  we  saw  Richard  m,  by 
Shakespeare.  It  was  also  an  excellent  performance.  It  was  interesting  that  following  the 
comedy  show  I  invited  Laci  and  his  wife  Jutka  for  a  bite  of  something  sweet  at  the 
‘Gerbeaud,’  which  is  a  very  famous  and  excellent  bakery.  However,  Laci  said  it  would 
be  nice  but  no  way  since  at  that  time  of  the  evening  everything  is  closed.  I  told  Laci  it 
was  only  nine  o'clock,  but  he  said  it  was,  too  bad  because  still  is  too  late.  By  seven  in  the 
evening  the  town  closes  down.  This  was  a  leftover  from  the  communistic  time.” 

“I  entered  into  discussions  with  the  people  on  the  streets  here  and  there.  I  wanted 
to  get  a  feel  of  the  general  public  about  the  newly  acquired  democracy  and  freedom.  It 
was  largely  supportive.  They  did  express  their  pleasure  about  the  freedom  that  they  can 
say  just  about  anything  they  wanted  to.  They  liked  the  democracy,  but  they  did  not  know 
exactly  how  to  take  it  and  how  to  exercise  it.  There  was  a  realization  of  some  difficulties 
and  potential  hardships  as  a  result  of  the  privatizing  of  enterprises  and  the  change  over  to 
market  oriented  system.  They  were  talking  about  the  mistakes  already  made.  They 
expected  the  government  to  correct  them  and  to  find  the  way  to  do  things  right.  The 
problem  was  that  nobody  knew  for  sure  what  is  right.  There  was  plenty  of  food  and 
everything,  except  that  it  was  quite  expensive.  They  were  talking  about  rising 
unemployment,  and  the  difficulties  in  earning  a  good  living.  Of  course,  now  they  had  to 
work  much  harder,  which  lots  of  people  did  not  like  very  much.  There  was  no  more 
newspaper  reading  on  the  job.  Still,  Hungary  was  doing  much  better  than  all  the  other 
countries  around.  I  have  seen  myself  all  the  Romanian  street  vendors  trying  to  bargain 
the  goods  they  were  bringing  from  their  home.  There  were  also  signs  of  excesses  in  such 
as  the  sex  trade  and  pornography.  In  one  thing  everybody  agreed:  it  was  time  for  the  Red 
Army  to  depart  and  to  end  the  Russian  influence  completely.  All  these  and  other 
problems  were  supposed  to  be  resolved  by  the  Hungarians  for  themselves,  and  without 
any  outside  interference.” 

“We,  took  a  trip  north  of  Budapest,  some  20  miles,  to  a  place  called  Esztergom.  It 
was  a  small  town,  one  of  the  oldest.  We  visited  a  museum,  a  thousand  year  old  historic 
church,  where  the  first  of  the  Hungarian  Kings,  Stephen  I,  was  crowned  and  seated.  It 
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was  very  foggy  and  we  barely  could  see  the  water  in  the  river.  This  is  the  place  where 
the  Danube  river  makes  a  90  degree  turn.  From  a  west  to  east  flow,  it  veers  south.  On 
the  way  back  we  stopped  in  the  ruins  of  a  fort,  the  farthest  point  the  Turks  advanced  in 
their  150-200  years  of  occupation  of  big  part  of  the  Hungarian  Kingdom.  We  stopped  in 
a  small  artistic  village,  to  look  at  the  galleries.  Just  before  getting  back  to  Budapest  we 
had  a  very  nice  dinner  in  a  typical  Hungarian  restaurant.  We  did  have  a  very  fine  meal, 
of  course.  As  it  is  well  known,  Hungarian  food  in  general  is  rich  and  very  tasty.  Would 
they  be  either  home  cooked,  or  in  a  restaurant,  the  choices  are  superb.  The  wine  is 
excellent,  and  the  pastries  and  tarts  are  just  out  of  this  world.” 

“In  the  last  couple  of  days  of  my  visit  I  walked  the  ‘downtown’  area  of  Pest.  That 
is  the  International,  or  the  tourist  section.  It  is  close  to  the  Danube  river,  full  of  hotels, 
lots  of  stores.  It  was  very  nicely  decorated  for  the  Christmas  season.  By  the  way,  it  also 
reminded  me  that  we  as  Jews  still  were  kind  of  celebrating  Christmas  Eve.  I  cannot 
explain  actually  how  come,  and  why.  But  growing  up  we  used  to  have  a  Christmas  tree 
decorated,  and  we  did  have  a  nice  supper  and  gift  giving.  As  a  matter  of  fact  I  do 
remember  specifically  two  occasions:  One  of  them  happened  when  I  was  14.  Just  before 
supper  my  father  sent  me  down  to  the  store  to  bring  up  a  bottle  of  wine  (which  I  could 
buy  with  no  problem).  However  on  the  way  up  the  staircase  the  bottle  slid  out  of  my 
hand  and  hitting  the  ground,  broke.  Of  course,  my  father  was  very  angry  at  me  and 
lashed  out  at  me  for  being  so  clumsy.  Following  some  crying  and  being  sad  my  father 
wanted  to  cheer  us  up  so  he  suggested  a  contest  between  myself  and  my  sister.  We  were 
to  race  on  the  floor,  crawling  under  the  piano,  to  the  comer  of  the  dining  room.  We  did, 
and  there  was  a  surprise,  a  bicycle  waiting  for  us.  It  was  a  brand  new  bicycle,  but  for 
both  of  us.  Of  course  the  sadness  was  over  and  replaced  with  joy  and  happiness.  It  was, 
too  bad  that  in  less  than  two  years  the  bicycle  had  to  be  turned  in  and  given  to  the 
authorities  during  the  atrocities  against  the  Jews.  The  second  thing  came  to  my  memory 
was  related  to  my  mother  connected  to  another  Christmas  Eve.  We  children  all  got 
together  and  bought  her  an  expensive,  quilted,  beautiful  robe.  But,  it  had  a  pink  inner 
lining.  When  my  mother  opened  the  package,  she  suddenly  broke  out  crying.  She  was 
saying  to  us  that  we  did  not  really  care.  ‘The  pink  inner  lining  made  the  whole  robe  ugly 
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and  absurd.  Did  we  not  know  that  she  hated  pink,’  she  questioned.  We  had  no  idea  that 
she  hated  pink.  And  there  was  no  choice  of  different  colors,  anyway.  It  was  not  a  happy 
present  for  her,  or  for  us.  I  do  not  know  if  she  ever  wore  that  robe.  I  also  remember  that 
at  some  point  my  mother’s  parents  came  to  visit  and  we  hurried  to  remove  the  Christmas 
tree  so  they  would  not  see  it.” 

“Of  course  I  photographed  the  McDonalds,  which  was  there  on  the  street,  just  like 
everywhere  in  the  world,  including  America.  However,  I  have  to  say  that  the  Hungarians 
picked  up  upon  the  fast  food  technique  pretty  well.  Just  a  block  from  McDonalds  there 
was  a  Hungarian  sausage  fast  food  enterprise  doing  their  business.  I  tried  it  and  it  was 
pretty  good.” 

“The  time  flew  by  fast  and  it  was  time  to  leave.  The  only  disappointment  of  my 
visit  to  Budapest  was  beside  that  it  went  by,  too  fast  and  I  had  to  depart,  that  I  did  not  get 
to  meet  my  old  time  friend.  He  was  Thomas  Breitner,  a  music  conductor.  Maybe  he  did 
not  get  world  famous  and  I  never  heard  him  playing,  but  locally  he  was  well  known. 

Laci  called  him  on  the  phone,  but  he  had  to  leave  town  for  a  couple  of  days.  He  said  he 
would  be  calling  back  when  he  returned,  and  we  definitely  would  get  together.  But  he 
never  called  back  and  then  we  could  not  reach  him.  Later  in  a  letter  my  brother  informed 
me  that  my  friend,  Thomas  Breitner,  had  had  a  heart  attack  and  passed  away  on  the  train 
while  coming  home.  It  was  sad  news  and  broke  my  heart  that  I  missed  the  chance  to  see 
him  and  to  talk  with  him.  We  were  probably  the  best  of  friends  when  we  were  in  High 
School.  It  would  have  been  exciting  to  spend  a  little  time  with  him  and  compare  notes. 
Well,  that  will  never  happen.” 

“As  it  turned  out  I  was  fortunate  that  my  brother  had  some  business  meeting 
arranged  in  Vienna,  Austria.  So,  I  had  the  convenience  and  I  could  ride  with  him  to  my 
next  destination.  We,  took  off  in  the  morning  and  drove  west.  In  three  hours  we  were  at 
the  border  region,  where  the  traffic  started  to  be  heavy.  It  did  cause  a  short  delay,  but  we 
crossed  the  border  without  even  showing  my  passport,  which  I  had  ready  in  my  hand. 
There  were  only  a  few  questions  and  answers  between  the  border  guard  and  Laci.  I  was 
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amazed  at  the  ease  with  which  we  crossed  the  border  in  contrast  to  what  I  expected  and 
the  way  it  had  been  just  a  short  while  ago.  My  brother  pointed  out  the  remains  of  the 
maze  of  the  barbed  wire  fence.  He  brought  to  my  attention  the  watchtowers  on  both  sides 
of  us,  which  were  empty  and  useless  now,  but  reminders  of  the  tight  control  used  to  be. 
They  were  the  ‘souvenirs’  to  remember  the  iron  curtain.  On  the  Austrian  side  of  the 
border  there  were  a  good  number  of  businesses  selling  all  kinds  of  goods,  electronics  and 
clothing.  Lots  of  cars  were  parked  around  those  stores.  Many  people  came  to  buy  and 
stock  up  with  the  merchandise.  Then,  they  turned  around  and  were  driving  right  back.  It 
was  good  business.  In  less  than  a  couple  of  hours  we  were  in  Vienna.  It  was  a  different 
way  of  crossing  the  border  than  back  then,  some  40  years  ago,  when  I  traveled  the  first 
time.  It,  took  way,  too  long  for  these  changes  to  come,  but  finally  it  happened.” 

“The  first  day  in  Vienna  I  spent  with  my  brother.  In  the  evening  we  went  to  see  a 
couple,  close  friends  of  his.  I  also  knew  them  via  my  sister  and  brother-in-law  when  they 
lived  in  Israel  many  years  ago.  It  was  a  nice  evening  reminiscing  about  old  times  and 
looking  over  their  apartment  full  of  paintings  and  other  art-objects.  The  next  day  I 
departed  from  my  brother  who  went  on  to  conduct  his  business.  I  was  sad  -  even  the 
weather  was  kind  of  gray,  wintery.  Actually,  it  was  quite  difficult  to  say  good  by  to  Laci 
as  we  were  getting  along  very  well.  We  had  a  good  understanding  between  us.  But,  this 
is  the  way  things  are.  Who  knows  when  we  will  see  each  other,  but  we  will  keep  in  touch 
through  letters  from  time  to  time.  I  went  on  to  conduct  my  sight-seeing  tour.  I  had  only 
three  days  and  the  temperature  was  freezing  anyway.  There  was  snow  on  the  ground  and 
more  was  coming  down  from  time  to  time.  So,  I  limited  myself  to  visit  and  to  explore  the 
downtown  area.  I  spent  time  to  see  the  Saint  Stephen's  Cathedral,  the  square  and  the 
streets  around  it  in  the  same  area.  I  looked  in  the  stores,  and  studied  the  merchandise.  I 
did  buy  some  CDs  of  Christmas  music.  I  ate  winerschnitzle,  which  is  a  thin  slice  of  veal 
fried  in  a  special  way,  in  a  restaurant.  It  is  like  a  national  meal  I  had  to  have.  There  were 
some  warm  feelings  as  it  reminded  me  of  the  free  and  good  days  I  spent  here  some  time 
ago  in  my  much  younger  days.” 
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“The  next  day  I  was  walking  on  the  Ring  Streets.  I  stopped  by  the  opera  house, 
and,  further-up,  checked  out  the  Maria  Theresien  Square.  I  continued  to  the  parliament 
building  and  photographed  the  fountain  and  statue  of  Palles  Athena.  It  was  the  very  same 
one  I  took  a  black-and-white  photograph  of  forty  years  earlier,  a  picture  I  still  have  and 
relish  the.  Then  I  walked  to  the  rathaus,  which  is  the  city  hall.  In  the  park  in  front  of  it 
was  a  large  market  area,  with  stalls  and  boutiques  for  the  Christmas  shopping.  There  was 
a  large  Christmas  tree  in  the  center,  decorations  around  and  lots  of  shoppers  mingling 
around.  I  visited  the  Imperial  Palace:  the  Hofburg.  It  is  a  maze  of  wings,  courtyards  and 
a  large  park  around  it.  There  was  a  tour  to  show  the  living  quarters  of  the  royalty,  which 
I,  took.  The  inside  was  quite  interesting,  elegant  and  spacious.  Then  I  continued  to  stroll 
around  taking  some  more  slides.  Another  tourist,  took  my  picture  in  front  of  Goethe’s 
statue.  Finally  I  ended  up  visiting,  of  course,  the  McDonald’s.  With  that  the  day  went 
by.  This  was  a  quick  visit  of  this  City  of  Vienna,  but  it  was  enough  for  me.  I  actually  felt 
alone.  I  can't  enjoy  the  view,  the  scenery  or  even  a  meal  just  by  myself.  I  like  to  share 
the  excitement  and  the  enjoyment  with  family  and,  or  friends.  It  was  different,  when 
forty  some  years  earlier  I  was  in  this  place  with  Chana.  Then  it  was  very  new  and 
exciting.  We  did  have  a  great  time  for  a  month  or  so.  The  following  morning  I,  took  a 
taxi  out  to  the  airport  and  I  flew  to  Tel  Aviv.  I  went  from  the  winter  to  where  the 
sunshine  and  warmth  prevailed.” 

“Of  course,  this  was  one  of  numerous  visits,  maybe  over  ten  I  made  in  the  course 
of  the  years.  Israel  was  like  my  second  home,  more  or  less.  The  big  exception  was  that 
this  visit  was  in  conjunction  with  the  visit  to  Budapest,  and  a  brief  one  to  Vienna.  The 
other  big  exception  was  that  I  came  alone,  by  myself.  However,  this  was  a  family  visit 
and  I  came  to  spend  time  with  my  son.  Gaby,  and  his  family:  my  two  granddaughters 
Maya  and  Oryan  and  his  lovely  wife  Judit.  I  also  came  to  see  my  sister,  Zsu  and  her 
family  and  my  mother.  So,  I  did  not  travel  outside  the  Tel  Aviv  area,  since  they  all  live 
right  there.  There  were  only  the  exceptions:  a  short  trip  to  Haifa  some  distance  north,  and 
another  even  shorter  one  to  Holon,  which  is  just  on  the  south  side  of  Tel  Aviv.  Since  I 
already  was  in  Israel,  I  did  take  out  a  little  time  to  visit  my  old  time  friends:  the  one  in 
Haifa  and  the  one  in  Holon.” 


201 


Maybe  there  should  be  a  note  made  about  these  friends,  just  to  illustrate  what 
lasting  friendship  can  be  about.  Two  different  persons,  different  personalities,  different 
prerequisites.  The  one  in  Haifa  I  have  known  since  the  Zionist  movement  in  Hungary. 
We  were  in  the  same  summer  camp  where  we  met  and  became  friends.  She  is  a  couple 
of  years  older  than  I  am.  She  lost  her  husband  in  the  late  fifties  in  an  accident  on  the 
highway  between  Tel  Aviv  and  Haifa.  She  learned  to  be  a  nurse.  She  also  had  a  number 
of  other  husbands  and  boyfriends  in  the  course  of  the  years.  She  had  a  rough  life  all 
along,  but  has  held  herself  together  well.  A  mutual  friend  described  her  in  musical  terms 
as  being  heavy  like  a  Beethoven  Symphony  versus  Jazz.  She  has  a  daughter  who  is  an 
independent  architect  and  a  single  mother  of  a  daughter.  Our  friendship  is  well 
established,  but  we  hardly  exchange  even  letters  and  if  we  do  they  are  very  short. 
However,  when  we  see  each  other  it  is  like  no  time  went  by  between  and  we  are  back  on 
track.  It  takes  us  no  time  to  pick  up  and  continue  where  we  left  off  the  time  before.  The 
other  one  in  Holon  is  an  Israeli-born  woman.  I  met  her  in  a  Manufacturing  Company 
where  I  worked  just  before  I  left  Israel.  She  was  a  secretary,  and  I  was  a  machine  and, 
tool  designer.  She  was  a  newly  married  person  at  that  time.  We  became  friends  when  we 
happened  to  ride  the  same  bus,  and  I  asked  her  how  it  felt  to  wake  up  one  morning  with  a 
different  name?  Ever  since,  we  have  kept  in  touch  and  exchange  letters  in  detail  on  a 
monthly  basis.  We  know  about  each  other's  happenings,  feelings,  invariably.  She  is 
married  unhappily  ever  since  to  the  same  man  and  has  two  grown  up  daughters.  The  one 
is  married  and  has  difficulty  to  carry  a  baby  through  to  term.  The  friend  is  a  housewife 
most  of  her  life  since  the  children  were  bom.  She  is  intelligent,  cultured  and  feels 
unappreciated.  There  seems  to  be  no  common  language  between  her  and  her  husband. 
Our  basis  in  the  friendship  is  continuity.  Two  very  different  persons  and  both  lifetime 
friends.  Curiously  enough  both  are  females,  along  with  others  and  all  are  platonic.  It  is 
not  to  say  that  I  do  not  have  male  friends,  because  I  do  as  well.  I  do  take  friendship 
seriously.  This  is  one  of  the  mysteries  of  human  relations,  what  makes  people  to  care 
about  a  specific  one,  but  not  so  much  about  others.  What  makes  friendship  is  one  of  the 
puzzles.  It  might  be  some  kind  of  chemistry,  but  what  kind  and  how  does  it  work? 
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“Other  than  the  visits  to  both  of  these  friends,  I  spent  my  time  invariably  with  the 
family  members.  I  stayed  in  my  mother's  apartment  which  was  available,  since  she  now 
lives  with  my  sister.  The  place  was  small  but  quite  adequate.  The  apartment,  actually, 
could  and  should  be  rented  out.  It  would  provide  a  little  income  to  help  finance  my 
mother's  upkeep.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  had  a  little  run  around  with  my  sister  on  this 
subject.  She  did  not  agree  with  my  concern  and  kept  saying  there  was  enough  money  to 
finance  her  needs.  But  then  on  the  other  hand,  she  was  complaining  of  being  completely 
tied  down  and  not  being  able  even  to  take  a  vacation  with  her  husband.  She  said  she 
could  not  leave  her  even  for  that  period  of  time,  partly  because  of  financial  reasons.  But, 
then  she  did  not  want  to  accept  any  contribution  from  me  either.  It  was  somewhat 
confusing.  Even  with  all  that,  I  had  a  nice  time  with  my  sister  and  we  spent  enjoyable 
hours  together.  We  walked  in  the  city,  went  out  places  and  talked  a  lot.  It  was  good  to 
see  my  mother.  She  was  holding  out  pretty  well,  although  she  was  on  the  weak  side.  She 
did  need  help  for  the  basic  functions  and  was  falling  asleep  quite  often.  At  one  point, 
when  she  was  going  to  sleep  at  night  and  I  kissed  her  good  night,  she  was  telling  me  that 
what  she  wanted  most  was  not  to  wake  up  ever  again.  I  told  her:  ‘Mother,  you  are  like 
thousands  of  others,  but  this  is  not  the  way  it  works.  Plus,  we  like  to  have  you  around, 
anyway.  Have  a  good  night  sleep.’  But,  we  all  knew  her  situation  was  sad,  however  that 
is  the  way  it  was.  She  was  only  past  89  years  old,  but  she  had  nothing  to  look  forward  to 
and  did  not  enjoy  life.  Thus,  why  drag  it  on.” 

“  had  nice  time  with  my  grandchildren,  among  other  things  going  to  Chanukah 
celebration.  There  was  a  well  organized  school  party  with  the  grown-ups  participating. 
Chanukah  is  a  happy  holiday  anyway,  with  fun  and  games.  I  also  went  with  them  to  the 
playground  and  enjoyed  seeing  them  playing  around.  They  were  jumping  up  and  down 
on  a  huge  air  mattress.  I  enjoyed  myself  in  their  nice  home.  There  is  a  nice  view  toward 
downtown  Tel  Aviv  from  their  terrace.  I,  took  fairly  long  walks  along  the  downtown 
streets,  which  was  in  a  holiday  mood  of  festivities.  Looks  like  it  was  to  celebrate 
Chanukah,  too.  Of  course,  I  also  had  to  have  falafel  from  a  street  vendor.  It  is  a  national 
food.  I  had  a  long  stroll  along  the  seashore,  enjoying  the  sunshine  and  warmth.  The 
pictures  testify  to  the  spring-like  weather,  watching  the  fisherman,  the  bathers,  and  the 
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windsurfers  on  the  sea  water.  I  did  stop  at  the  inside  mall,  where  I  found  a  Pizza  Hut. 
But,  there  was  no  McDonald’s  and  my  guess  is  because  of  be  'kosher',  following  the 
Jewish  religious  dietary  law,  interferes  with  the  cheeseburger.  Otherwise,  Tel  Aviv  was  a 
lively  city.  It  was  just  the  opposite  of  Budapest.  It  has  been  advertised  even  as  a  24- 
hour  city.  It  means  that  there  was  something  going  on  all  day  and  all  night.  Something 
to  do,  to  enjoy  and  to  live  for.  We  did  go  to  a  theater  that  started  at  1 1 :30  pm.  After  the 
theater  we  still  had  appetite  for  a  snack  close  to  2:00  in  the  morning.  The  time  for  the 
visit  was  up  in  a  jiffy.  I  had  to  come  back  home.  As  usual,  we  left  very  early  in  the 
morning.  I  had  one  last  look  from  the  airplane  as  I  said  good-by  to  Tel  Aviv.  The  flight 
was  fairly  long,  as  usual.  Well,  thank  you  for  your  patience  and  this  is  the  end  of  the 
show." 


The  evening  had  gone  by,  it  was  late  and  there  was  really  no  time  left  for  any 
more.  The  slide  show  was  over,  and  so  was  the  party.  We  were  all  tired,  as  we  all  had  a 
full  day.  There  were  a  few  sayings  about  how  interesting  the  show  and  the  comments 
were.  It  was  time  to  say  good-by.  It  was  also  time  to  clean  up  the  dishes  and  put  the 
room  back  to  "normal". 
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14.  END  OF  THE  LINE. 


I  needed  to  talk  to  someone.  Well,  not  any  someone,  but  to  a  really  good  friend 
and  a  person  who  would  know  and  understand  the  situation.  The  situation  I  am  talking 
about  is  associated  with  the  workplace,  and  with  the  technical  field.  There  was  one  good 
friend  I  could  think  of:  it  was  Tom.  There  were  other  friends  who  might  come  to  my 
mind,  like  John.  But  John  lived  in  Elmira  and  at  this  time,  in  April  of  1993,  and  I  already 
had  moved  back  to  Rochester  for  over  a  year.  John  is  a  sales  person,  a  very  nice  fellow 
and  good  friend.  He  was  there  on  previous  times,  when  I  ran  into  trouble.  In  a  quiet  way 
he  stood  by  me  at  some  difficult  times.  However,  he  is  somewhat  unsophisticated  and, 
too  traditional.  It  also  would  be  difficult  to  get  together  with  him  since  we  live  close  to 
two  hours  distance  from  each  other.  Then  there  is  Bob,  who  lives  here  in  the  city,  who  is 
a  worldly,  advanced  thinking  guy,  but  definitely  not  a  good  listener.  It  would  make  our 
discussion  difficult.  Tom  was  living  in  Buffalo,  which  is  only  an  hour’s  drive.  However, 
he  travels  around  and  stops  by  and  spends  time  in  Rochester  on  business  from  time  to 
time.  I  could  ask  him  for  a  visit.  He  would  be  a  good  choice;  he  has  the  patience  and 
good  understanding.  He  can  listen  and  express  an  opinion.  Now  he  has  his  own  sales 
organization  and  knows  industrial  enterprises.  And,  he  knows  the  company,  R  Industries; 
I ...  well,  I  had  worked  until  yesterday.  Yesterday,  out  of  the  blue  sky,  completely 
unexpectedly,  I  was  fired.  I  had  worked  only  a  year  and  a  half  there. 

Tom  and  I  have  known  each  other  since  the  time  I  was  working  at  Company  T  in 
Elmira.  That  was  two  positions  preceding  this  last  one,  at  least  eight  or  ten  years  ago. 

He  was  a  sales  person,  a  representative  working  for  an  outfit  at  that  time.  He  pushed 
items  we  used.  Since  I  was  Manager  of  Manufacturing  Engineering  then,  one  of  my 
responsibilities  was  to  select,  to  recommend  and  to  purchase,  tooling,  supplies,  and 
machinery.  He  represented  suppliers  of  those  particulars.  As  was  quite  customary,  he 
often  invited  me  out  for  lunch  and  we  had  our  dealings  over  a  meal.  As  time  went  by, 
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occasionally  he  stayed  in  the  town  overnight  and  we  would  get  together  after  work  for  a 
drink,  and  sometimes  we  had  dinner  as  well.  With  time  we  surely  became  friends  and 
our  dealings  were  not  related  to  business  exclusively.  We  sometimes  even  went  to  ski 
together,  or  met  socially  with  his  wife  and  my  girlfriend  as  well.  When  on  one  day  of 
April  of  1989  I  was  suddenly  dismissed  from  Company  T,  he  was  there  for  me.  He 
provided  support  and  stayed  a  friend.  So  was  John,  who  also  was  a  sales  representative 
of  somewhat  different  articles.  He,  also,  became  a  friend  in  a  similar  fashion.  Following 
that  fateful  day  (after  the  dismissal),  the  next  morning  John  called  me  at  home.  He  was 
inquiring  what  really  happened.  He  did  not  want  to  believe  it. 

I  think  this  was  an  unusual,  maybe  hard  to  believe  and  quite  shocking  story.  Still 
is,  even  though  it  had  happened  four  years  ago.  I  had  worked  for  this  company  six  years 
almost  to  the  day.  That  is  why  I  came  to  live  in  Elmira.  I  put  lots  of  effort  into  it.  I  had 
contributed  in  many  ways  to  turn  around  this  company  to  be  a  more,  modem  up-to-date 
facility.  I  had  designed  and  built  equipment  to  be  more  productive.  The  list  is  long  to 
show  all  the  positive  actions,  all  the  contributions  I  did  for  the  benefit  of  the  enterprise. 
Apparently,  it  did  not  matter,  it  did  not  count.  On  that  particular  day  around  two  o'clock  I 
got  a  call  from  my  boss,  the  C.O.O.  of  the  Company,  to  go  to  his  office.  He  did  have  a 
large  and  fancy  office.  He  gave  me  my  signed  "employment  agreement"  and  asked  if  I 
knew  what  it  was.  He  pointed  to  the  sections  which  said  that  I  agreed  "not  to  engage  in 
other  employment  or  other  business  activity  with  another  corporation  that  was  hostile  to, 
or  competitive  with  my  employer.  I  also  agreed,  that  I  would  not  engage  in  activities 
which  so  occupy  my  attention  so  as  to  interfere  with  the  proper  performance  of  my 
duties."  He  said  that  I  had  violated  those  sections;  thus  he  had  no  alternative  but  to 
discharge  me  from  employment.  The  prelude  for  this  was  that  I  had  done  some 
moonlighting  contract  design  work  for  a  company  that  used  to  be  supplier  for  us.  This 
activity  with  them  had  occurred  a  year  earlier.  It  was  actually  a  superb  design  of  an 
automated  multi  station  drilling  and  milling  machine  done  for  I.B.M.  Corporation.  The 
head  of  the  machine  shop  had  remarked  very  positively  on  the  design,  calling  it  a  work  of 
art.  The  real  irony  of  the  situation  was  the  machine  shop  in  the  meantime  went  bankrupt, 
closed  its  doors,  and  went  out  of  business.  As  a  result  they  had  never  paid  the  last  1200 
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dollars  they  owed  me.  It  just  so  happened  that  this  portion  was  intended  for  the  income 
tax  I  had  to  pay  after  the  additional  income  I  had  from  the  design  work.  Since  I  did  not 
get  this  extra  money,  I  needed  a  bank  loan.  The  bank  informed  me  over  the  phone  about 
their  rejection  of  my  loan  request.  This  contributed  to  the  matter,  because  by  coincidence 
my  boss  had  just  walked  in  my  office  the  minute  when  they  called  and  I  was  fuming.  He 
asked  what  was  it  about,  and  I  told  him  about  the  bank's  call.  A  day  later  he  inquired 
why  I  had  to  pay  that  much  extra  income  tax.  I  was  either  naive,  or  just  did  not  think  to 
lie,  or  even  to  have  a  reason  to  lie  about  it,  I  told  him  about  the  moonlighting  job.  Two 
days  later  I  was  called  to  his  office  and  discharged.  Of  course,  my  arguing  with  him  and 
explaining  that  those  people  were  not  our  suppliers  for  quite  a  while,  and  furthermore 
they  and  their  client  were  not  "hostile  to,  or  competitive  with  us"  made  no  difference.  He 
could  not  be  convinced,  because  he  did  not  want  to  be  convinced  on  anything  else  other 
than  I  was  guilty.  He  claimed  that  I  committed  an  action  which  was  conflict  of  interest. 
Thinking  back,  he  was  apparently  just  waiting  for  something  to  come  up  and  jump  on  it 
to  dismiss  me.  It  did  not  matter  that  I  was  good  for  the  company,  what  mattered  was  that 
he  felt  threatened.  He  knew  I  had  the  knowledge  and  the  professional  strength  and  these 
attributes  made  him  feel  uncomfortable.  He  knew  I  could  not  be  fooled.  It  did  not  matter 
that  I  followed  his  directions  completely,  but  he  did  not  feel  at  ease  with  me  and  did  not 
want  to  keep  justifying  his  actions.  We  just  did  not  have  the  chemistry.  So,  he  wanted  to 
get  rid  of  me  and  I  with  my  innocence  and  honesty  provided  him  with  an  easy  solution. 

It  makes  me  wonder  how  long  I  could  have  lasted  and  what  would  have  been  the  excuse 
otherwise.  These  are  the  things,  naturally,  I  will  never  know. 

Of  course,  I  was  devastated.  It  felt  like  my  whole  world  just  toppled.  I  did  not 
necessarily  like  the  company  and  the  way  it  was  going,  but  I  did  care  about  my  job.  It 
felt  comfortable  and  secure.  And,  with  a  whiff,  it  was  just  blown  away.  However,  as 
strong  as  the  shock  was  I  went  right  the  following  day  into  action.  The  first  thing  was  to 
visit  the  unemployment  office  and  update  my  resume.  Then  visit  the  agencies,  start 
writing  cover  letters,  mail  resumes  to  companies,  look  at  advertisements  for  openings, 
contact  friends,  call  companies,  go  for  interviews,  send  thank  you  notes,  again  and  again. 
At  some  points,  in  my  most  desperate  moments,  I  was  considering  the  worst.  Even 
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suicide  came  to  my  mind  as  an  alternative.  I  saw  myself  to  be  a  homeless  poor  soul, 
until,  soon,  I  did  recover  and  continued  my  quest  on  and  on.  I  believe  this  could  be 
equated  to  survival.  I  got  a  blow,  which  made  me  fall  way  low,  but  I  got  up  and  fought 
and  survived.  Looking  for  a  job  is  a  full  time  job.  In  the  meantime  the  unemployment 
office  rejected  my  requisition  for  payments  based  on  my  last  employer's  claim  of  so- 
called  misconduct.  Of  course,  I  appealed  and  requested  a  hearing.  To  be  sure  I  contacted 
a  lawyer.  I  also  called  Frank  of  that  machine  shop,  who  was  my  contact  person  on  this 
particular  moonlighting  design  job.  We  all  appeared  on  the  hearing  along  with  the 
company's  representative.  The  Administrative  Law  Judge  ruled  in  my  favor  saying  that 
there  was  no  violation  of  the  agreement.  The  Judge’s  ruling  stated:  "The  evidence 
establishes,  that  the  claimant  did  not  violate  the  original  agreement  with  the  employer 
because  he  did  not  engage  in  any  business  activity  which  was  with  another  corporation 
that  was  hostile  to  or  competitive  with  the  employer.  Additionally,  no  proof  was 
submitted,  that  the  claimant’s  activities  interfered  with  his  proper  performance  of  his 
duties  in  any  way.  Therefore,  the  claimant  is  entitled  to  unemployment  insurance 
benefits."  That  was  it,  and  you  would  think  that  the  Manufacturing  Company  T  would 
express  “sorry”,  apologize,  and  offer  me  my  job  back.  Of  course,  this  was  not  the  case. 
Furthermore,  they  appealed  the  decision.  It  did  not  do  them  any  good.  The  Appeal 
Board  affirmed  the  Judge’s  decision.  At  least  I  “cleared”  my  name  officially  and  legally, 
and  I  was  getting  the  weekly  unemployment  benefit  payments  for  all  the  period.  I,  also 
right  from  the  beginning,  made  some  business  cards  and  sent  promotional  letters  to 
various  machine  shops  in  the  area  looking  for  design  work.  There  were  responses  and  I 
received  a  work  contract.  It  was  to  review  and  redesign  some  automatic  paper  cutter.  It 
was  for  one  of  the  companies  in  town.  It  certainly  kept  me  busy  for  many  hours.  It  was  a 
self-employed  job  and  definitely  fit  the  bill.  However,  my  job  search  continued  with  the 
same  routine.  Respond  to  ad,  send  cover  letter  and  resume,  wait  for  response,  if  positive 
go  to  interview,  send  thank  you  note,  wait.  My  spirit  was  up,  because  I  was  busy;  but 
then  it  was  down  because  there  were,  too  many  negative  answers  or  no  responses  at  all. 
My  situation  was  still  unstable,  although  I  was  not  hurting. 
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I  was  discussing  it  with  my  youngest  son  when  I  was  driving  him  home  from 
college.  I  told  him  how  come  I  put  myself  into  such  situation  like  that.  It  would  be  up  to 
me  to  avoid  it,  but  I  am  not  sure  how.  It  looks  like  it  is  hard  to  do  your  job  well  and  be 
on  good  terms  with  your  boss.  Well,  maybe  the  next  time  I  will  know  better,  but  then 
again  maybe  not.  In  the  middle  of  July,  my  friend  John  had  a  lead  to  Corporation  P  and 
arranged  an  interview  for  me  with  the  vice  president,  operations.  Still,  it  took  a  month 
before  I  finally  started  my  new  job  at  this  Corporation.  Although  they  had  my  cover 
letter  and  resume,  nevertheless  my  friend's  intervention  was  needed  to  bring  it  to  their 
attention  and  to  expedite  the  matter,  namely  to  be  hired  and  to  start  working  again. 

At  the  time  I  thought  I  was  fortunate  to  be  hired  and  to  get  a  job.  At  first  I  was 
happy;  everything  seemed  to  be  going  well.  I  liked  the  job,  although  it  was  not 
something  of  a  big  deal.  I  did  not  think  there  were  any  problems  and  my  boss  did  not 
indicate  that  he  had  any  problem  with  my  performance.  But  the  honeymoon  and  the  good 
marriage  lasted  only  some  six  months.  The  situation  turned  sour  and  my  job  went 
haywire.  My  boss,  the  V.P.,  started  badgering  me  and  was  giving  me  a  hard  time 
gradually  more  and  more.  Even  today  I  cannot  explain  what  was  the  problem,  what  went 
wrong  and  if  there  was  anything  that  I  could  do.  Undoubtedly  there  was  quite  a  bit  to  say 
about  the  V.P.'s  personality,  mental  state,  and  management  style.  There  was  a  general, 
and  fairly  open,  bad  opinion  about  him  and  his  odd  ways  in  the  factory.  His  V.P.  title  by 
itself  was  a  mockery,  since  he  gave  himself  this  title.  Officially  he  was  a  manager  of 
operations.  But  he  used  the  title  of  V.P.  and  even  obtained  a  special  round  official  stamp; 
and  he  stamped  everything.  It  seemed  that  there  was  only  one  way  to  do  things  and  the 
only  correct  way  was  his  way.  Sure,  he  was  the  boss  and  he  had  all  the  prerogative  for 
this.  And,  there  are  many  bosses  that  follow  that  route.  However,  with  this  V.P.  it  was 
impossible  to  know  what  was  this  "correct  way"  since  he  did  not  communicate  it;  he  did 
not  discuss  it.  He  was  vague  in  his  directions,  in  the  specifics,  in  what  he  was  really 
after.  If  you  asked,  he  would  say  "figure  it  out",  and  made  you  feel  inadequate,  putting 
you  on  the  defensive.  There  was  a  great  deal  lacking  in  his  decision  making,  lack  of  any 
consistency,  or  following  organizational  lines.  To  illustrate  the  V.P.'s  standing,  he  was 
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sent  to  a  three  week  "executive  enhancement  seminar"  to  San  Diego,  California.  It  was 
supposed  to  educate  him  and  change  his  behavior.  It  did  not  change  anything  at  all. 

Following  some  turmoil  and  discussions  my  job  position  was  changed.  I  was 
given  work  on  special  projects.  My  first  task  was  to  develop  and  write  up  a  quality 
control  manual.  In  just  a  little  more  than  a  month  the  project  was  completed  and 
submitted  to  the  V.P.  for  review.  He  did  not  even  look  it,  just  put  a  stop  on  it  without 
comment.  My  second  assignment  was  to  develop  and  establish  a  family  coding  system 
for,  tooling  and  for  production  parts.  I  did  travel  to  Utah  for  a  course  on  the  software  we 
obtained.  I  worked  on  the  project  alone,  continuously.  In  about  four  to  five  months  I 
submitted  the  first  phase,  which  was  on,  tooling.  In  my  opinion,  this  was  actually  an 
excellent  system.  It  could  have  been  implemented  and  could  have  been  very  helpful, 
saving  ton  of  money.  He  said  he  would  review  it,  but  he  never  did.  It  was  never  really 
intended  to  be  put  in  use.  I  continued  work  on  the  second  phase.  In  another  five  or  six 
months,  the  V.P.  informed  me  that  there  had  to  be  a  reduction  in  the  work  force,  thus  my 
position  was  eliminated  ...  and  I  was  out  of  a  job.  I  was  close  to  completing  the  project 
and  ready  for  implementation  when  it  was  brought  to  a  screeching  halt  by  letting  me  go. 
As  far  as  I  know,  it  was  never  touched  again  and  neither  portion  of  it  was  ever  invoked. 
But,  I  was  once  again  unemployed  and  out  searching  and  looking  for  a  new  position.  I 
don't  think  I  will  ever  figure  out  what  really  happened,  what  went  wrong.  I  do  not  fully 
believe  that  the  reduction  of  work  force  was  genuinely  needed.  I  am  more  inclined  to 
think  that  the  V.P.  volunteered  my  position  to  be  cut  in  order  to  show  savings  on 
manpower.  He  neglected  to  mention  the  investment  in  the  project,  which  had  been 
supposed  to  bring  considerable  savings.  It  seemed  to  me  that  he  was  not  interested  in 
letting  any  of  his  subordinates  be  successful.  So,  he  preferred  to  get  rid  of  them.  There 
were  other  similar  layoffs  under  similar  circumstances  both  before  me,  and  after  me. 

I  was  back  to  where  I  had  been  only  some  1 8  months  earlier.  It,  took  me  close  to 
eight  months  of  desperate  effort  and  “hard  work”  to  find  a  job,  any  -  engineering  -  job, 
anywhere  in  the  country.  However,  this  time  I  received  my  unemployment  insurance 
benefits  without  any  problems  or  delay.  With  all  the  difficult  times  that  had  come  upon 


210 


me,  along  with  frugal  living,  still  this  time  I  stayed  quite  calm,  fairly  optimistic  and 
scrupulous  in  proceeding  with  the  job  search.  This  time  I  already  had  my  computer  to 
assist  me  in  the  process.  Following  the  update  of  my  resume  I  got  into  the  routine  of  the 
job  search:  dig  out  the  opening  via  ads  or  otherwise,  write  the  cover  letter,  mail  the 
package  and  ...  so  on,  so  on.  Although,  I  did  have  some  amount  of  supplementary  work,  I 
spent  most  of  my  time  in  searching  for  a  new  position.  Furthermore,  at  that  point  on  top 
of  the  usual  very  tight  and  competitive  job  market,  I  was  fighting  my  age  problem.  I  was 
already  well  advanced,  being  62  years  old.  Much  as  my  carefully  drafted  resume  was 
hiding  my  exact  age,  in  an  interview  it  would  become  evident  that  I  was  actually  "beyond 
the  limit".  They  could  guess,  as  it  turned  out,  in  one  of  the  interviews  I  had  in  Pittsburgh. 
After  a  Sunday  afternoon  lengthy  phone  discussion  they  invited  me  to  come  to  visit  them 
at  their  plant.  Of  course  they  paid  for  the  flight  and  all  my  expenses.  They  even  picked 
me  up  at  the  airport  and,  took  me  to  their  plant.  I  had  an  all-day  discussion  with  the 
president,  the  vice  president  and  several  managers.  It  was  a  medium  size,  office  furniture 
manufacturing  plant,  and  they  were  looking  for  a  senior  manufacturing  engineer.  They, 
actually,  were  looking  for  an  "older,  more  experienced  guy,"  as  they  expressed  it.  The 
interview  went  very  well.  Toward  the  very  end  they  asked  whether  there  was  anything 
else  I  wanted  to  bring  up.  I  felt,  that  at  this  stage  I  would  rather  deal  with  the  age  issue 
head-on.  So  I  said:  “Yes  there  is,  and  it  is  related  to  my  age.”  I  expressed  that  I  still  had 
lots  of  mileage  in  me,  plenty  of  energy,  and  so  on....  So,  then,  despite  the  age 
discrimination  rule  that  the  question  was  not  supposed  to  be  ever  raised,  the  vice 
president  asked:  "Well,  how  old  are  you,  really?"  I  told  them,  that  I  was  60.  His 
response  was:  "We  knew  you  were  up  there,  but  we  did  not  think  you  were  that  much 
up."  Although  he  assured  me  that  this  would  not  be  a  consideration,  but  I  will  never 
know  whether  my  age  was  the  real  reason,  or  there  was  something  else  that  I  did  not  get 
the  position.  After  two  months,  following  my  inquiry,  I  received  a  standard  rejection 
letter  informing  me  they  "had  found  another  candidate  who  more  closely  fit  their  needs." 
Of  course,  they  thanked  me  for  "my  interest"  in  their  company  and  wished  me  the  best  in 
"finding  my  career  goals."  Of  course,  my  interest  in  their  company  lasted  as  long  as  there 
was  any  potential  for  getting  a  position,  and  my  career  goals  were  at  that  stage  to  find  just 
about  any  position  that  paid  a  salary. 
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No  matter  what,  there  were  some  enterprises  I  was  more  interested  in  than  others. 
However,  in  this  stage  of  my  life  I  was  not  very  picky.  There  was  a  company  in  Hershey, 
Pennsylvania  that  could  have  been  a  perfect  fit  and  could  have  been  an  ideal  situation. 
This  was  a  somewhat  small  place  with  some  220-230  employees.  They  were 
manufacturing  the  exact  same  product  we  made  some  1 2  years  earlier,  where  I  worked  as 
manager  of  a  large  and  complex  manufacturing  engineering  department.  This  company 
had  a  pleasant  atmosphere.  It  also  was  in  a  great  geographical  location.  My  job 
interview  went  perfectly.  However,  it,  took  well  over  a  month  before  they  finally  replied 
to  my  inquiry.  They  said  that  they  had  had  to  hire  someone  else  from  within  their  own 
organization  to  fill  the  position.  Maybe  it  was  true,  but  nevertheless  the  rejection  was  a 
bigger  disappointment  than  all  the  others.  Then,  there  was  a  position  at  Cornell 
University,  which  was  a  very  low  paying  but  a  congenial  and  easy  service  job.  I  was 
after  it.  It  seemed  to  be  something  for  the  long  term  in  a  pleasing  university  atmosphere. 
It,  took  them  some  five  months  until  they  selected  someone  else  from  the  last  three 
candidates  left  out  of  the  few  hundred.  I  was  within  the  last  three,  but  not  the  one  taken. 
What  could  the  selection  committee  members  remember  from  the  two  or  three  interviews 
we  had  had  months  earlier?  Universities,  specifically,  act  very  slowly  and  deliberately, 
but  not  necessarily  meaningfully. 

Looking  back,  it  was  like  an  adventure  to  visit  some  of  the  places  and  meet  all 
kinds  of  people  and  come  across  all  kinds  of  organizations.  I  could  have  enjoyed  much 
more  these  visits  if  it  was  not  a  subject  of  my  livelihood.  There  were  places  I  was  glad 
not  to  get  a  position,  it  was  so  bad.  However,  there  was  the  routine  you  had  to  go  through 
and  "play  the  game",  taking  it  seriously  no  matter  what.  There  was  this  company  in 
Syracuse.  It  was  a  large  enterprise  making  compressors.  The  position  was  for  a  potential 
duration  of  a  couple  of  years,  to  begin  with.  But,  nevertheless,  they  went  through  with 
the  questions  such  as  career  goals:  where  I  saw  myself  in  two  years,  in  five  years,  in  ten 
years.  They  asked  this  kind  of  typical  interview  questions  that  had  no  meaning  and 
relevance  at  all.  I  felt  like  saying:  "You  dummies,  I  just  would  like  to  see  myself 
working."  Then,  there  was  this  small  very  oldish  enterprise,  a  division  of  a  large 
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corporation  along  the  Hudson  River  at  Kingston,  NY.  They  were  in  reorganization  and 
were  implementing  "focus  factories".  The  machines  in  production  were  organized  into 
"cells":  small  groups  making  a  particular  component  part.  They  were  talking  about  this 
system  like  the  biggest  invention  of  the  century.  It  was  just  one  of  the  possibilities  of 
many.  There  were  these  young  managers  who  were  looking  for  a  manufacturing  engineer 
involved  in  the  processing  and,  tooling  of  those  cells.  As  was  customary,  they  took  me 
out  for  lunch  to  a  nice  restaurant  and  we  continued  our  "casual"  discussion.  They  seemed 
to  be  concerned  if  I  could  deal  with  these  cells.  To  me  it  seemed  like  children’s  play.  Of 
course,  I  did  not  tell  them,  but  I  felt  like  it.  They  had  their  hamburgers  with  french  fries 
for  lunch,  while  I  just  could  not  take  the  same,  and  ordered  a  Reuben  sandwich.  Their 
rejection  letter  said  they  felt  “lucky  to  have  had  so  many  qualified  candidates,  and  they 
had  narrowed  it  down  to  someone  other  than  myself.”  What  about  I  am  being  “so 
lucky?”  Might  as  well  - 1  could  have  been.  But  for  this  one,  I  did  not  mind  the  rejection 
letter.  There  were  well  over  twenty  interviews  out  of  the  some  150  to  200  resumes  and 
applications  I  mailed  out  in  the  course  of  the  months  that  went  by.  I  could  tell  a  story  just 
about  any  of  the  interviews;  each  of  them  was  an  experience.  The  majority  of  the 
resumes  that  did  not  generate  an  interview  either  were  not  responded  to,  or  were 
answered  by  a  standard  postcard  or  letter  saying:  "thanks,  but  no  thanks." 

There  was,  finally,  one  company  that  came  through  with  a  position.  This  was  R 
Industries  (the  same  company  just  fired  me,  as  I  related  earlier).  It  was  a  fairly  small 
manufacturing  facility  for  producing  automotive  component  parts  and  assemblies  for 
Ford.  The  company  was  located  just  outside  Rochester.  The  first  interview  was  in  mid 
August,  the  second  in  late  September,  and  the  third  that  finally  generated  the  offer  in  late 
October.  However,  the  formal  offer  for  the  job  was  via  an  agency.  It  meant  I  was  an 
employee  of  the  agency  and  assigned  to  work  at  R  Industries  as  a  manufacturing 
engineer.  My  job  was  to  support  one  of  the  production  lines.  At  least  this  was  the 
arrangement  to.  start  out  with,  for  a  probation  period  of  three  months.  At  the  end  of  this 
period  I  might  become  a  permanent  employee  of  the  company,  working  directly  for  R 
Industries  rather  than  for  the  agency.  In  either  case,  I  was  back  again  in  the  work  force. 
There  was  one  irony.  This  was  the  same  company  that  actually  gave  me  a  job  offer  for  a 
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position  some  seven  years  earlier.  At  that  time  I  already  worked  for  Company  T  in 
Elmira.  Although  I  did  not  take  the  offer,  I  used  it  to  obtain  fairly  substantial  salary 
increase.  I  had  not  taken  it  because  of  the  reputation  of  this  company.  I  had  information 
that  they  were  in  bad  shape,  and  had  bad  conditions  for  their  people.  Its  future  was 
questionable.  It  was  mostly  true,  and  they  did  go  through  tough  times.  They  had  been 
just  about  bankrupt.  As  a  result,  they  had  let  some  people  go  and  had  changed  the 
management.  Now,  they  had  a  new  CEO,  with  a  five-year  contract  who  was  supposed  to 
save  the  company  and  turn  it  around.  However,  I  started  hearing  all  kinds  of  stories 
about  the  new  CEO  right  from  my  first  day  on  the  job.  And  now,  here  I  was  where  I  did 
not  really  wanted  to  be,  but  I  did  not  have  much  of  a  choice. 

I  took  a  room  in  Henrietta,  which  is  a  suburb  of  Rochester.  I  started  the  daily 
grind,  driving  to  work  back  and  forth  some  20  miles  during  the  week  and  driving  back  to 
Elmira  some  1 20  miles  for  the  weekend.  Regardless  of  my  feeling  about  the  place  and 
the  conditions  it  seemed  that  I  was  doing  pretty  well.  I  was  fitting  in  well,  and  doing  a 
good  job.  When  the  three  months  time  was  up  I  was  offered  a  permanent  position  as  a 
senior  manufacturing  engineer  with  pretty  good  salary.  It  was  then  time  to  make  the 
move  and  permanently  relocate  to  Rochester.  I  bought  a  townhouse  in  the  most 
southwestern  comer  of  Henrietta  to  shorten  the  daily  traveling  distance  to  reach  my 
workplace.  The  company  even  paid  for  my  moving  cost.  It  seemed  to  be  more  feasible 
to  buy  the  place  rather  than  rent,  since  I  had  the  money  for  a  sizable  down  payment.  The 
money  was  coming  from  the  payments  Chana  gave  me  for  half  of  our  house  as  we  agreed 
in  our  divorce  settlement.  Actually,  it  was  just  a  couple  of  years  since  our  final  divorce 
had  come  through.  She  had  just  paid  the  last  installment  of  my  share.  We  also  settled  my 
obligation  of  monthly  maintenance  payments  in  one  lump  sum.  So,  at  least,  we  had  all  of 
our  financial  liabilities  satisfied.  On  the  other  hand  we  stayed  civil,  but  by  no  means  did 
we  become  friends.  I  did  acquire  a  pretty  nice  and  comfortable  two-bedroom  unit  in  a 
two-story  house,  with  basement,  garage  and  an  enclosed  patio.  There  were  four  units  in  a 
building,  fairly  new  (four  years  old),  in  a  housing  development  called  Riverton.  The  big 
advantage  was  that  I  did  not  have  to  worry  about  any  outside  maintenance  including  such 
things  as  grass  cutting,  yard  work  and  snow  shoveling.  It  just  so  happened  that  just 
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before  I  moved  from  Elmira  to  Henrietta  my  old  and  small,  compact  car,  the  8 1  Dodge 
Omni,  conked  out.  It  needed  either  major  repair  or  else  another  car  since,  I  barely  made 
it  back  to  Elmira  on  a  Friday  after  work.  Saturday  morning,  following  the  above  verdict 
by  a  local  mechanic,  I  walked  over  to  a  Ford  dealer  to  look,  try  out  and  bargain  for  a  car. 
After  lunch  I  stopped  across  the  road  at  a  Dodge  dealer  to  do  the  same.  By  three  o'clock 
I  made  the  deal  and  bought  a  brand  new  ‘92  Dodge  Shadow  America.  Monday  just  after 
lunch  I  dropped  off  my  old  junky  car  at  the  mechanic’s  for  $30,  and  picked  up  my  new 
one  leaving  a  check  of  over  $12,000  to  pay  for  it.  My  new  car  had  air  conditioning, 
cruise  control,  all  kind  of  gadgets.  And  it  was  a  beautiful  deep  red  color  along  with  nice 
conveniences  and  great  driving.  It,  took  me  considerably  less  time  to  purchase  a  car  than 
to  buy  a  pair  of  shoes,  or  a  set  of  underwear. 

All  together,  in  the  spring  of  1992, 1  felt  pretty  good.  Although  I  had  a  lousy  job, 
it  seemed  that  I  could  handle  it  and  I  rose  to  the  challenge.  I  had  just  been  made  "direct" 
(working  directly  for  R  Industries  instead  of  for  the  agency);  thus  having  a  new, 
permanent  job  with  good  pay.  It  seemed  that  I  could  get  along  with  the  CEO.  We  could 
work  together  despite  his  rough  and  tough  command  and  managerial  style.  I  thought  that 
I  could  hold  on  for  maybe  another  5-6  years,  possibly  until  I  would  be  70.  I  had  just 
moved  back  to  the  Rochester  area  and  had  started  to  get  reacquainted.  It  felt  good  to  be 
in  the  bigger  city  with  more  potential.  I  joined  the  local  hiking  club  and  a  local  camera 
club  and  started  participating  in  their  activities.  I  had  a  new  home,  which  was  a  great 
improvement  over  what  I  had  had  in  Elmira.  It  was  a  big  advancement  in  my  standard  of 
living.  I  was  driving  a  new,  a  larger,  and  better  car  and  enjoyed  it.  It  was  like  being 
reborn,  like  starting  a  new  life.  Unfortunately,  it  did  not  last  very  long.  It  was  the  work 
situation,  which  was  deteriorating  rapidly.  It  became,  and  it  was,  the  worst  possible  place 
ever.  It  was  hardly  tolerable.  It  was  just  about  impossible.  But,  I  was  holding  on.  Still, 
regardless,  in  less  than  a  year,  suddenly,  without  any  warning  and  indication  I  was  fired. 

It  hit  me  hard,  made  me  very  angry,  and  I  needed  a  good  friend  to  talk  to. 

Well,  Tom  was  the  one  whom  I  wanted  to  talk  to  and  to  discuss  the  subject  and 
try  to  make  some  sense  of  this  already  quite  familiar,  but  still  strange  situation.  So,  in  the 
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morning,  I  called  his  office.  Unfortunately,  he  was  not  there.  He  was  out  on  a  call.  He 
had  traveled  to  Syracuse  to  meet  some  customers.  I  left  a  message  with  his  secretary 
asking  him  to  call  me  back,  at  home,  as  soon  as  possible.  It  was  Friday,  so  I  was  not  sure 
whether  he  would  get  back  to  the  office  and  when  he  would  get  my  message.  So,  I  did 
not  know  when  he  would  call  back  and  how  soon  we  could  get  together  for  a  longer  talk. 
But  just  as  I  was  pondering  this,  still  in  the  morning  sometime,  to  my  surprise  the  phone 
rang  and  Tom  was  on  the  telephone  returning  my  call. 

I  picked  up  the  receiver.  “Hello". 

"Hi,  ...  good  morning  Av,”  he  was  on  the  other  end. 

"Oh,  Tom!  Hi!  Good  morning,”  I  answered. 

"What's  up?  You  called  my  office,  my  secretary  said.  What  are  you  doing  home? 
Are  you  sick?”  he  asked. 

"Yes  I  called,  but  no,  I  am  not  sick.  Where  are  you  calling  from?”  I  responded. 

"I  am  calling  from  Syracuse,  where  my  secretary  reached  me.  Has  something 
happened?”  he  questioned. 

"Well ...  yes.  Bad  news." 

"What  is  it?" 

"I  got  fired,”  I  stated  in  short. 

"You,  what?  ...  They  let  you  go?  Why?”  he  inquired.  “When  did  it  happen?" 

"The  day  before  yesterday,  sometime  before  noon,”  I  answered. 

"Just  like  that?  Did  they  tell  you  what  was  the  reason?" 

"Well,  they  gave  me  an  official  explanation  in  a  form  of  a  written  memo.  But,  of 
course,  the  memo  is  full  of  lies." 

"I  am  not  sure  what  I  can  tell  you." 

"It  is  a  fairly  long  story,  especially  over  the  phone.  In  any  case,  I  thought  to  get 
together  with  you  and  to  discuss  the  situation  over  with  you." 

"Well,  that  is  all  right.”  He  paused  for  a  moment  or  two,  “I  tell  you  what,  I  do  not 
have  that  much  out  here.  I  could  stop  on  the  way  home  at  your  place  and  we  could  talk 
as  much  as  you  want,”  was  his  response.  "I  am  just  about  driving  by  where  you  live, 
anyway,”  he  added. 

"This  would  be  just  great,”  I  commented.  “Can  you  spare  the  time?" 


216 


"I'll  make  the  time.  I  should  be  at  your  home  about  two  or  three  o'clock,”  Tom 
said  and  we  concluded  the  phone  call. 

It  was  hard  to  believe  how  well  it  had  worked  out.  I  would  be  seeing  him  in  a  few 
hours  and  we  could  talk  over  things. 

That  is  what  makes  a  friend.  Tom  realized  that  I  needed  to  talk  over  with  a  friend 
what  happened.  He  sensed  my  feelings  and  thought  to  relieve  some  anxiety  that  I  had  in 
me.  Tom  was  standing  the  test  of  a  good  friend  as  he  immediately  responded  and  called 
from  Syracuse,  out  of  town,  and  then  offered  to  stop  by.  There  are  only  a  few  such 
friends  especially  from  work.  Of  course,  when  you  work  at  a  specific  place  you  do  make 
some  friends.  You  do  befriend  some  of  the  people  you  work  with:  associates,  fellow 
engineers.  A  very  few,  with  the  appropriate  chemistry  become  long  time,  maybe  forever 
friends.  That  is  even  when  you  or  he  (or  she)  are  leaving  the  same  company,  or  going  out 
of  town.  And  then  there  are  some  who  stay  friends  for  a  little  while  after  departing  from 
the  same  workplace.  Maybe  you  keep  in  touch  for  a  few  months,  maybe  for  a  few  years. 
Maybe  you  exchange  Christmas  cards  for  a  while,  and  then  it  fades  away.  Of  course, 
with  the  majority  all  contact  ceases  just  as  soon  as  you  leave.  In  a  few  years  you  hardly 
remember  them. 

It  was  close  to  three  when  Tom  arrived.  I  offered  him  a  cup  of  coffee.  We  sat  in 
the  living  room,  started  sipping  our  coffee  and  got  into  our  conversation: 

"Well,  Av,  tell  me  about  it,”  he  opened. 

"Here  is  the  memo,  if  you  care  to  read  it,”  I  said  and  gave  it  to  him. 

Tom  was  quickly  reading  through  and  then  commented:  "I,  of  course,  do  not 
know  much  about  those  things.  In  any  case  it  looks  like  a  number  of  things  thrown 
together  and  exhibited  problems  that  were  made  up  and  exaggerated.  Did  they  ever 
complain  or  were  they  critical  about  any  of  those  things  before?" 

"No,  there  never  was  a  complaint,”  I  answered. 

"There  are  items  here  going  back  to  June  ‘92,  which  is  almost  a  year.  Others  go 
back  six  months,  and  some  four.  And,  they  never  said  anything  negative  before  on  those 
or  any  other  things  of  your  job  functions.  Did  they?”  he  was  inquiring. 
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"None.  I  had  three  different  bosses  since  I  worked  there,  plus  the  CEO  who  was 
involved  in  everything  and  was  the  boss  of  everybody.  None  of  them  had  ever  expressed 
that  they  were  unsatisfied  with  my  performance.  As  a  matter  of  fact  just  about  3  months 
ago  I  asked  my  present  chief,  who  wrote  this  specific  memo,  whether  he  was  happy  with 
me  and  how  I  did  my  job.  His  answer  was  affirmative,  saying  he  liked  my  work  and  I  did 
my  job  well." 

"Did  you  have  a  job  performance  review  since  you  have  been  working  at  R 
Industries?" 

"No,  I  did  not.  But  I  do  not  think  anybody  did." 

"And,  you  were  on  probation  when  you  started,  is  that  right?  Then  they  offered 
you  a  permanent  job,  is  that  correct?" 

"Yes,  I  was  on  probation  for  three  months,  and  I  got  the  permanent  position  just  a 
little  over  a  year  ago.  I  even  got  more  money  and  a  senior  position.  And  now,  they  give 
me  this  memo  which  is  a  bogus,  fabricated  ‘justification’  for  firing  me.  It  just 
demonstrates  their  ignorance  and  falseness.  Of  course,  there  were  problems,  but  that  is 
why  I  was  there.  The  problems  were  routine  every  day  difficulties  connected  to 
production  and  they  were  in  the  different  phases  of  resolutions." 

"Are  they  having  a  slow  down?”  Tom  questioned. 

"No.  There  was  definitely  no  slow  down  specifically  related  to  the  lines  and  areas 
I  was  involved  in.  As  a  matter  of  fact  we  were,  and  I  was  very  busy  in  preparation  and 
implementation  of  a  new  production  line.  I  was  many  times  traveling  and  was  scheduled 
for  more  trips  to  Detroit  to  visit  the  builders  of  the  new  machinery  for  it.  Just  a  little 
while  ago  I  finished  a  new  layout  and  we  already  moved  machines  as  a  first  phase.  I  also 
was  busy  in  a  number  of  various  projects  to  improve  efficiency  and  productivity,”  I  was 
explaining. 

"So,  what  could  be  the  reason  then  that  they  terminated  you?  Not  that  it  matters, 
because  it  would  not  make  any  difference." 

"Obviously  I  was  thinking  about  it  myself.  They  hired  a  new,  much  younger 
engineer  just  a  couple  of  weeks  ago.  I  think  the  Old  Man,  the  way  we  called  the  CEO, 
wanted  to  get  rid  of  me.  He  wanted  to  have  younger  guys  as  he  made  comments  in  this 
regard,  probably  because  he  could  pay  much  less  money  to  them.  So,  he  instructed  my 
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boss  to  write  up  this  memo  with  all  those  fabricated  reasons  and  explanations  which  are, 
of  course,  distorted  and  inaccurate  to  say  the  least." 

"You  know,”  Tom  was  airing,  “I  am  surprised  they  bothered  to  write  up  a  memo 
like  that.  They  just  could  say  in  general  terms  that  they  were  not  happy  with  you  and 
dismiss  you.  Maybe,  it  is  lucky  they  gave  you  that  document.  Maybe  it  could  be  useful 
to  you  in  some  way.  Maybe  there  is  a  way  to  turn  this  memo  to  your  advantage.  You 
know  the  whole  thing  does  not  make  good  sense.  Maybe  a  younger  guy  gets  less  money, 
but  he  does  not  have  the  experience  and  the  knowledge  you  do.  He  clearly  could  not  do 
the  job  as  well  as  you  did  it.  So  what  were  they  gaining?" 

"Well,  that  is  the  way  they  were  operating.  The  quality  of  the  job  had  little 
impact.  The  turnover  of  people  was  unbelievable.  In  the  time  I  was  there  two-thirds  of 
the  professional  people  were  changed,  replaced  with  new  employees.  This  was  at  all 
levels.  Except,  of  course,  the  blue  collar  workers  who  are  protected  by  the  union.  You 
know,  I  am  not  a  big  union  sympathizer,  although  it  has  lots  of  positive  sides  and  it  is 
essential  to  have  some  organization  representing  the  workers’  side  and  interests.  But, 
when  it  comes  to  protection  against  the  extremes,  the  abuses,  and  the  injustices  of  a  tyrant 
like  this  CEO  then  belonging  to  the  union  can  be  beneficial.  It  certainly  could  have  been 
very  helpful  to  me  against  dismissals  without  good  cause  a  number  of  times.  That  tells 
you  the  difference  between  being  a  worker  under  the  union  umbrella  versus  a 
professional  with  'exempt'  status." 

"I  can  second  that,”  Tom  injected  it. 

I  continued  to  tell  my  story  in  order  to  relieve  my  distress,  somewhat:  “The  truth 
is  the  whole  place  actually  was  the  worst  I  have  ever  worked.  It  had  the  most  dreadful, 
the  most  abusive  working  conditions  you  can  imagine.  Everybody  hated  it,  and  all 
because  of  the  CEO  and  his  behavior.  He  was  insulting,  rough,  inconsiderate.  Some  of 
his  priorities,  and  his  ideas  were  screwy.  Sure,  he  had  a  big  job  to  turn  the  company 
around,  but  he  had  a  great  degree  of  paranoia,  and  a  good  amount  of  oldish,  outdated 
philosophy.  He  worried  a  lot  about  paint  jobs  and  at  some  point  he  made  a  big  deal  about 
the  ‘wrong  color’  a  manager  chose,  just  to  give  you  one  example.  He  did  not  believe  in 
computers,  at  least  in  PC's.  So,  we  were  not  allowed  to  use  them.  But,  he  knew  very 
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well  the  deal  to  make  a  show.  So,  he  wanted  to  make  a  room  with  a  bunch  of  dummy 
computers  so  he  could  demonstrate  for  visitors  our  advanced  status.  He  believed  that  the 
people  sitting  around  the  computers  were  just  playing  around.  He  also  believed  that 
people  were  out  there  to  steal  and  to  sleep.  So,  he  made  very  tight  controls  with  lots  of 
paperwork.  He  also  arranged  little  glass  offices  for  us  on  the  production  floor  between 
the  machines,  so  we  could  be  seen.  There  is  a  long  list  of  activities  that  would  raise  your 
hair  and  you  would  not  believe  it.  Not  even  talking  about  his  style  which  was  loud,  rude, 
ordering  everybody  around.  He  was  shouting  at  people,  bawling  them  out  and  it  did  not 
matter  at  what  level  of  position  the  person  was  and  who  else  was  present.  Of  course  if  he 
had  demands  of  performance,  and  he  wanted  to  accomplish  improvements  to  be  more 
profitable  all  these  could  be  understood,  and  would  be  acceptable.  But  I  will  never 
understand  why  abuse  and  shouting  should  be  more  effective  than  decent  straightforward 
talk.  Why  top  managers  think  that  this  kind  of  rough  managerial  style  brings  more  results 
than  'gentler',  more  reasonable  approach,  specifically  with  professional  people,  is  beyond 
me.  I  had  my  share  of  abuses  all  along  at  the  many  workplaces  and  different  companies  I 
worked  over  the  course  of  the  many  years  of  my  working  life,  but  never  even  close  to  the 
amount  and  the  degree  what  I  suffered  through  at  R  Industries.  Another  thing,  we  had 
some  25-30  percent  of  our  time  spent  on  meetings,  plus  some  20-25  percent  on 
preparation  for  the  meetings.  Of  course,  most  of  those  meetings  were  unnecessary  and 
were  pure  misery.  No  wonder  that  most  everybody  wanted  to  leave,  if  they  were  not 
fired  first.  Well  ...  I  could  continue,  but  I  think  you  have  had  enough."  I  paused  for  a 
moment  or  two,  and  finished:  "Well  ...  thanks  for  listening,  I  needed  to  get  it  off  my 
chest." 

"I  think  that  I  got  the  picture,”  Tom  stated.  Then,  he  added:  “Even  if  just  half  of 
what  you  said  is  true,  that  would  be  enough.  But,  I  am  sure  it  is  all  for  real." 

"You  bet.  Believe  me,  I  did  not  exaggerate.  This  was  a  terrible  place  to  work.  I 
did  hate  every  minute  of  it;  going  in  every  morning  at  six  o'clock,  being  there  in  this  mad 
house  and  staying  until  five,  it  was,  too  much.  That  was  not  human,”  I  contemplated. 

"Then  ...  they  did  you  a  favor  and  relieved  you  of  the  misery.  You  are  free  now,” 
he  expressed. 

"Yes,  that  is  true.  But,  what  am  I  going  to  do  now?  That  is  the  question." 
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"You  will  find  something.  First  of  all,  it  is  Friday.  So,  enjoy  the  weekend 
coming  up.  Monday  morning  you  will  have  a  new  start.  Maybe  it  is  time  for  you  to  start 
something  on  your  own.  Be  a  consultant,  do  some  design  work  as  a  self-employed.  You 
will  find  your  way  as  you  always  did,  and  you  will  survive,”  Tom  asserted. 

"Well,  I  will  survive,”  I  repeated.  “Thanks  for  your  time.  It  is  getting  late,  you 
probably  want  to  go  home." 

"Yes,  I  think  I  should  get  going." 

"Call  home.  Let  your  wife  know  that  you  got  stuck  here  with  me." 

Tom  called  his  wife  and  we  chatted  a  few  more  minutes  about  our  sons  and  about 
nothing.  Then  he  left. 


I  did  feel  much  better.  It  might  be  a  good  idea  to  set  myself  up  to  be  a  consultant. 
I  did  have  a  computer  and  I  did  have  the  software  for  doing  design  work.  I  could  do 
designs  of  special  machines,,  tooling  and  fixtures  at  home  for  various  customers.  In  any 
case  there  was  very  little  chance  that  I  could  get  a  job.  So,  instead  I  could  build  up  a 
business.  I  could  have  a  consulting  firm  of  mechanical  and/or  manufacturing 
engineering.  I  could  provide  lots  of  services  in  advising,  consulting,  designing,  and 
arranging  the  building  of  the,  tools  or  special  machines.  After  several  days  of  hesitation, 
considering  the  alternatives  and  the  pros  and  cons,  I  decided  to  go  for  it.  Maybe  it  was 
time  to  be  my  own  boss.  I  promised  not  to  abuse  myself  and  to  be  fair  to  myself.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  just  a  couple  weeks  after  they  fired  me  I  met  some  friends  on  a  hike  and 
they  asked  me  what  had  happened.  To  my  inquiry  of  why  they  were  thinking  anything 
should  have  happened  they  responded  that  I  was  looking  much  more  relaxed  and  happier 
than  they  were  used  to  seeing  me  previous  times.  When  I  told  them  that  I  had  been  fired 
they  did  not  want  to  believe.  I  myself  did  not  think  that  getting  free  from  R  Industries 
could  have  that  much  of  a  visible  influence.  But,  apparently  it  did.  Not  that  I  was  out  of 
the  woods.  I  did  have  worries,  but  there  was  none  of  that  pressure  and  gloomy 
atmosphere  on  an  everyday  basis.  Nevertheless,  I  still  updated  my  resume,  once  more.  I 
initiated  the  search  to  locate  a  job,  just  in  case.  I  needed  to  look  for  a  position  anyway  in 
order  to  get  the  unemployment  compensation  money,  as  long  as  I  was  entitled  to  it.  But, 
the  truth  of  the  matter  was  that  I  did  not  have  much  hope  of  finding  a  suitable  job.  So,  I 
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evaluated  my  "business"  needs  and,  as  a  result  I  bought  a  larger,  faster,  and  more 
powerful  computer.  I  loaded  the  software  and  it  worked!  In  the  following  weeks  I 
educated  myself  systematically  in  the  use  of  the  program  to  do  design  work.  I  learned  the 
trade.  I  planned  and  ordered  business  cards  and  brochures,  which  I  started  to  distribute. 
Eventually  I  also  bought  a  large  scale,  multi  color  plotter  to  have  drawings  produced.  I 
even  registered  myself  as  a  D.B.A.  (Doing  Business  As)  with  a  "fancy"  name.  I  was  in 
business.  And  it  worked.  I  was  asked  for  proposals.  I  submitted  quotations  and  a  few 
resulted  in  contract  work.  I  built  up  some  supplies,  a  library  of  catalogs,  and  obtained  a 
fax  machine.  I  provided  plans,  write-ups,  designs  and  drawings  to  fulfill  requirements 
and  orders.  The  business  certainly  worked  much  better  than  the  search  for  employment. 

I  did  get  a  few  interviews,  but  no  job  offers  followed.  Some  months  later  I  became 
eligible  for  Social  Security  benefits  and  I  started  getting  it.  So,  I  sustained  myself  pretty 
well.  It  looked  like  my  days  of  employment  were  over.  I  did  not  need  it,  and  I  did  not 
really  want  it.  I  had  had  enough  of  it. 

And,  there  was  another  thing  that  came  to  be  part  of  the  game.  Although  I  felt 
free  being  able  to  do  what  I  wanted  to  do  and  no  longer  be  a  slave  of  R  Industries 
Incorporated,  I  still  was  very  angry  with  them.  The  anger  was  bothering  me  and  I  was 
thinking  about  whether  there  was  anything  I  could  do  about  it.  Yes,  there  was,  I  thought. 
Thinking  through  the  background  and  the  circumstances  I  came  to  the  conclusion:  yes, 
there  was  evidence  of  discrimination.  Actually,  there  was  double  discrimination.  One 
was  related  to  my  age  and  the  other  was  related  to  being  Jewish  and  a  foreigner.  It  had 
come  from  the  CEO.  He  had  made  remarks,  which  easily  could  be  perceived  as 
prejudicial  and  hostile  to  me.  At  some  point,  one  of  the  guys  had  told  me  that  the  CEO  in 
a  meeting  was  referring  to  me  as  "the  engineer  with  the  beanie."  (Of  course,  I  never  wore 
a  beanie.)  At  other  times  he  had  told  me:  "...  I'll  send  you  back  to  Israel,"  or  in  a  meeting 
he  had  turned  to  someone  and  said:  "...  would  you  translate  what  he  (pointing  at  me)  was 
saying,  it  sounds  like  Hebrew."  I  found  neither  funny,  nor  exactly  friendly,  those  and 
similar  remarks  that  were  made  by  him.  There  were  the  same  kinds  of  remarks  from  him 
related  to  my  age.  And  then,  there  was  the  actual  hiring  of  a  much  younger  engineer  and 
assigning  him  my  responsibilities.  I  decided  to  pursue  the  matter,  whatever  it  would  take. 
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and  I  called  the  Human  Rights  division  of  the  state.  Within  a  months  of  my  firing  I  had  a 
meeting  with  the  representative  of  the  E.E.O.C.  (Equal  Employment  Opportunity 
Commission).  Following  our  discussion  it  seemed  there  was  merit  in  my  case.  Thus,  I 
filed  a  formal  complaint  against  R  Industries.  The  legal  proceedings  started  on  their  way. 
It  felt  good  to  take  some  steps.  It  was  coming  to  them!  I  had  had  enough  of  the  abuses 
and  of  the  prejudicial  bias.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  I  do  have  certain  disadvantages  that  were 
hard  to  fight,  but  I  have  learned  to  live  with  them.  I  happen  to  be  a  foreigner.  After  just 
about  thirty  years  in  the  States,  I  still  have  a  fairly  heavy  accent.  So,  it  is  rather  typical 
that  people,  even  strangers  meeting  me  for  the  first  time  would  ask  what  kind  of  accent  I 
have.  I  am  used  to  that  and  accept  it  as  long  as  it  is  with  good  will  and  just  curiosity.  I 
am  also  fairly  short.  It  is  not  clear,  but  I  have  had  the  definite  feeling  that  on  the  job 
these  factors  caused  me  lots  of  drawbacks.  It  was  like  having  a  handicap  anywhere  from 
just  getting  a  job,  through  keeping  the  job,  having  the  clout,  and  all  the  way  to  receiving  a 
promotion.  Although  this  would  be  hard  to  prove,  because  it  could  have  been  completely 
unconscious,  but  it  was  there. 

But  now,  I  had  a  case.  It  was  time  to  pursue  it  and  try  to  make  the  best  of  it  for 
myself.  However,  there  was  the  difficulty  that  the  state  had  a  large  overload  with  lots  of 
such  cases.  It  was  certain  that  any  movement  would  be  slow  and  getting  results  could 
take  years.  I  did  not  want  to  wait  forever,  so  I  was  considering  what  to  do  about  it.  The 
possibility  of  a  civil  litigation  came  to  mind.  I  envisioned  suing  the  CEO  and  the 
corporation.  I  needed  a  private  lawyer.  That  of  course  could  be  more  costly  and  risky.  It 
also  could  have  other  risky  implications  as  well:  they  could  attack  my  reputation  and 
cause  some  difficulties.  However,  it  had  the  chance  to  bring  much  more  rewards,  and 
speedier  determination  as  well.  I  had  some  thinking  and  discussions  on  the  subject  with 
my  friends.  I  had  phone  conversations  with  my  son  in  Israel,  who  is  a  lawyer  himself, 
after  all.  At  first,  I  talked  to  my  own  lawyer  and  presented  him  with  the  facts.  I  faxed 
him  my  written  notes  and  the  documents  from  the  State's  Division  of  Human  Rights.  (I 
knew  the  fax  is  good  for  something  . ..)  After  studying  the  situation  my  lawyer  suggested 
to  involve  an  expert  law  firm.  Now,  we  were  talking  about  some  serious  money  to  be 
invested  up  front.  It  was  kind  of  a  gamble.  I  may  win,  or  lose  it  all.  There  were  more 
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overseas  phone  calls  to  my  son.  Finally  I  made  the  decision:  it  was  time  to  take  the 
chance.  It  was  to  go  ahead  and  present  the  legal  demand  for  compensation  for  damages 
due  to  discrimination.  We  were  ready  to  sue,  if  it  became  necessary.  We  were  prepared 
for  a  full  battle. 

The  legal  papers  were  prepared  and  delivered.  The  formal  litigation  was  on  its 
way.  Now,  there  was  a  waiting  game.  There  was  some  time  given  for  R  industries  to 
reply.  I  envisioned  a  big  legal  fight.  In  my  imaginary  eyes  I  saw  news  conferences  that 
described  the  situation,  articles  written  about  the  working  conditions.  I  visualized  a  big 
court  battle,  witnesses  giving  testimonies,  attorneys  arguing  and  submitting  motions,  the 
judge  deciding,  and  the  jury  listening.  I  fancied  myself  clashing  with  the  CEO  at  the 
trial,  being  on  the  witness  stand,  telling  him  off.  I  saw  the  news  on  TV  and  in  the  paper 
reporting  on  the  preceding.  Then  I  also  imagined  the  time  when  the  jury  deliberated  and 
the  verdict  was  announced.  I  dreamed  of  big  award,  maybe  a  million  dollars  or  more 
received  for  all  the  "pain  and  suffering."  All  this  would  occur  after  emotional  years  of 
waiting,  expectations,  hopes  and  disappointments.  However,  all  this  never  happened.  By 
the  end  of  August  the  attorney  representing  R  Industries  inquired  what  it  would  take  to 
settle.  Following  intense  negotiations,  in  a  month’s  time  we  came  to  an  agreement. 
Instead  of  dragging  on  potentially  for  years,  instead  of  taking  a  chance  on  which  way  it 
would  go,  we  agreed  on  a  settlement.  The  dispute  was  resolved  in  the  form  of  a  very 
nice,  sizable  monetary  award.  (Of  course,  we  are  not  talking  about  millions,  but  many 
tens  of  thousands  of  dollars.)  There  was  no  court  drama,  just  the  sizeable  check  along 
with  a  written  document  signed  by  the  CEO  himself,  together  with  my  and  the  attorneys 
signatures.  The  document  included  an  excellent  letter  of  job  recommendation.  I  was 
rehabilitated.  It  did  conclude  the  discrimination  case.  I  actually  won.  It  made  me  feel 
very  good,  gave  me  a  sort  of  satisfaction,  let  my  anger  dissipate. 

I  continued  to  concentrate  on  the  business.  It  started  going  all  right.  But,  my 
heart  was  actually  on  easy  living.  It  just  so  happened  that  I  had  met  a  lady,  Joyce,  as  you 
might  guess  it  was  on  an  outing.  I  was  leading  a  weekend  camping  trip  to  Pennsylvania. 
(This  was  to  the  same  place  where  I  had  gone  with  Trudy  some  five  years  earlier.)  It  was 
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a  joint  activity  with  the  Finger  Lakes  chapter  of  A.D.K.  and  the  Genesee  Valley  Hiking 
Club,  and  I  had  given  a  ride  to  two  ladies  from  Rochester.  I  had  been  leading  this 
particular  outing  year  after  year.  (It  had  become  one  of  my  “traditional”  outings.)  After 
we  came  back,  I  thought  about  it  for  a  few  days,  then  decided  and  I  called  her  for  a  date. 
She  responded  positively,  and  on  July  5th  we  went  out  for  a  supper  in  an  Indian  restaurant 
and  to  a  movie.  This  was  the  beginning  of  our  “history”. 

We  started  dating,  going  out  and  seeing  each  other.  It  turned  out  that  she  liked 
my  beard,  among  other  things.  Of  course,  I  liked  what  she  had  to  offer,  too.  Pretty  soon 
we  started  traveling  together.  Our  first  trip  was  a  week  at  Cape  Cod.  I  had  never  been 
there,  anyway.  She  provided  great  companionship.  When  I  received  the  settlement 
check  it  provided  me  with  the  incentive  and  we,  took  our  first  big  trip  overseas.  It  was  in 
Brazil,  to  the  Amazon  jungle,  Pantanal  (a  grassland  at  the  southern  region),  Rio  Janeiro, 
and  the  Iguassu  Falls  for  three  weeks.  The  following  April  we  moved  in  together  at  my 
place,  and  we  have  been  sharing  a  life.  She  may  have  a  certain  amount  of  stubbornness, 
and  over  concern  on  feminist  issues,  but  altogether  the  living  together  works  out  very 
nicely.  The  plusses  well  outweigh  the  minuses,  along  with  love  and  knowing  how  to 
compromise.  I  preferred  to  take  trips  in  the  States  and  overseas,  rather  than  running  after 
customers.  By  Murphy’s  law  the  jobs  came  when  I  happened  to  be  somewhere  else  on  a 
trip,  rather  than  sitting  home  in  my  office  and  hassling  to  get  contracts.  We  traveled 
around  the  world  visiting  score  of  countries  and  places  enjoying  and  learning  about  other 
parts  of  the  world.  I  got  tired  of  being  a  professional  and  I  was  ready  to  retire.  So,  I 
headed  in  this  direction.  I  could  make  a  pretty  good  living  without  struggle. 
Economically  I  was  all  right  and  I  did  not  really  needed  to  work.  Whenever  a  contract 
job  came  up  I,  took  it,  but  when  it  fizzled  out  I  did  not  go  after  it.  I  was  glad  to  settle  into 
the  so  called  semi  (or  3A)  retirement.  In  the  professional  field  I  worked  as  much  as  came 
along,  but  I  ended  up  staying  with  one  customer,  whom  was  actually  a  close  friend  of 
mine.  I  helped  him  out  in  his  unique  machine  shop.  It  is  a  nice  addition  and  it  satisfies 
my  demands.  I  am  happy,  thank  you  very  much.  Life  is  good. 
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15.  MY  SISTER  PASSED  AWAY. 


My  sister  Zsuzsi's  illness  started  in  May  of  Nineteen  Ninety  Five.  It  just  so 
happened  that  I  had  called  her  up,  just  a  routine  call  for  a  little  chat.  While  we  were 
talking  a  little,  she  abruptly  interrupted  as  some  sudden  and  sizable  sharp  pain  struck  in 
her  left  arm  and  left  leg.  This  pain,  suddenly  out  of  the  blue,  in  the  following  weeks 
repeated  itself  again  and  again.  She  went  into  a  hospital  for  checkups.  At  first,  they  did 
not  find  the  cause.  They  speculated  it  was  some  epileptic  occurrences.  They  gave  her 
some  medication,  and  sent  her  home.  She  seemed  to  be  feeling  better,  but  it  was  only  for 
a  little  while.  The  pain  returned  and  she  went  back  to  the  hospital.  The  checkup 
continued,  some  adjustment  of  the  medication  was  made,  and  it  seemed  to  be  helping. 
But,  it  only  seemed  so  and  they  still  needed  to  find  the  cause.  What  did  she  really  have? 
She  was  back  to  the  hospital.  They  examined  most  everything  they  could  think  to,  using 
the  latest  in  the  modem  medical  technology.  They  gave  her  a  C.A.T.  scan.  No 
satisfactory  answer  turned  up.  I  called  her  quite  often  to  keep  informed,  and  the  news 
was  not  very  good. 

On  one  of  our  phone  conversations  my  sister  told  me:  "Avri,  I  do  not  have  much 
more  time." 

"What  are  you  talking  about?  ...”  I  responded. 

"I  won't  live  for  much  longer,”  she  repeated. 

"Don't  talk  like  that!”  I  answered.  “You’ve  got  many  more  years  yet.  You  cannot 
give  up,  you  have  to  fight." 

Finally,  she  was  given  an  M.R.I.  (Magnetic  Resonance  Imaging)  scan.  That  is 
where  you  are  slid  into  a  kind  of  metal  tunnel  and  pictures  are  taken.  The  result  was 
positive:  the  pictures  showed  spots  on  her  brain.  A  biopsy  followed,  which  showed  the 
spots  to  be  cancerous.  The  spots  were  quite  deep,  which  ruled  out  any  operation  and 
surgical  removal.  It  was  on  August  1 1th  when  the  verdict  came.  Zsuzsi's  pain  in  her  arm 
and  leg  on  the  left  side  was  really  in  her  brain  as  a  result  of  the  cancer.  There  were 
consultations  with  the  chief  surgeon  and  new  medication  prescribed.  She  was  supposed 
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to  get  some  chemotherapy  and  then  radiation.  But  these  were  the  facts:  basically  her 
situation  was  very  serious,  terminal.  My  sister  had  an  incurable  and  fairly  advanced  brain 
cancer.  It  was  just  a  matter  of  time,  a  number  of  months,  perhaps  three  to  ten  months  and 
she  would  be  gone.  It  was  very  likely  that  she  had  had  the  cancer  for  some  time,  growing 
hidden,  unknown  until  the  pain  suddenly  appeared.  Nobody  knows  how  it  started  and 
where  it  came  from.  Though  I  do  have  a  theory  of  my  own,  as  a  possibility,  as  a  maybe. 

It  could  have  happened  when  she  was  injured  during  World  War  n,  while  we  were 
escaping  and  a  bombing  raid  caught  us.  Maybe  tiny  shrapnel  fragments  got  in  and 
scratched  her  brain  or  lodged  in  a  layer  of  the  brain.  Who  knows?  However,  that  is 
really  not  important  at  all.  It  would  not  make  any  difference  anyway.  Naturally  I  was,  as 
all  of  us  in  the  family  were  shocked  and  dumbfounded.  It  was  hard  to  accept.  It  was 
difficult  to  cope  with  her  fairly  rapid  deterioration.  By  mid  September  she  could  not 
walk  on  her  own.  She  needed  a  wheelchair.  Her  speaking  was  slurred  many  times  and 
she  slept  a  lot.  They  gave  her  some  kind  of  chemotherapy  which  had  disastrous  results, 
but  she  recovered  from  that.  She  was  placed  in  a  special  hospice,  a  kind  of  a  nursing 
home.  She  could  not  stay  at  home,  as  she  needed  constant  help  and  medical  attention. 

It  was  time  for  me  to  go  and  to  see  her,  before  it  was,  too  late.  The  question  was 
how  to  arrange  it,  what  to  tell  her  without  putting  her  into  panic.  We  were  worried  she 
might  go  into  a  frenzy  about  why  I  suddenly  was  coming  to  see  her.  We  thought  she 
might  be  thinking  her  situation  was  really  that  bad.  The  truth  was  that  she  knew  it  was 
quite  poor.  Although,  it  was  hard  to  know  whether  she  realized  it  was  terminal  and  there 
was  no  hope  she  would  ever  return  home.  It  turned  out  that  she  reacted  very  positively  to 
my  coming  and  was  very  happy  to  see  me.  Actually,  it  seemed  she  expected  me  to  take 
the  trip  and  to  come  to  see  her. 

At  that  time  I  had  already  lived  together  with  my  good  friend  and  companion, 
Joyce,  for  close  to  a  year  and  a  half.  Joyce  had  met,  knew  and  liked  my  sister.  As  a 
matter  of  fact  they  had  met  twice.  The  first  time  they  met  was  when  Zsu  and  Snifi  were 
taking  a  trip  to  visit  the  United  States,  and  stayed  with  us  for  a  week.  The  second  time 
was  when  we  visited  Israel  and  stayed  with  them  some  ten  days.  In  both  cases  we 
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traveled  together  as  well,  so  there  was  an  opportunity  to  get  to  know  each  other. 
Nevertheless,  this  time  it  was  decided  I  would  be  going  alone.  Joyce  thought  it  would  be 
better  for  me  to  have  some  more  private  and  intimate  time  I  could  devote  to  my  sister  if 
she  did  not  come.  And  she  was  right.  Within  a  few  days  I  got  my  tickets  and  I  flew 
across  the  ocean  from  the  U.S.  to  Israel.  I  was  wondering  in  what  state  I  would  find 
Zsuzsi.  How  will  she  look  like?  What  will  be  her  reactions,  awareness,  consciousness? 

Zsuzsi  was  not  only  my  sister,  as  you  know  she  was  also  my  twin.  However,  she 
was  a  very  different  person  than  I  was.  She  was  a  conservative,  old  fashioned  lady,  a 
very  typical  wife.  She  was  a  good  mother.  She  also  was  a  very  typical  and  devoted 
grandmother.  She  had  arrived  in  Israel  46  years  earlier,  a  couple  of  months  ahead  of  me, 
and  she  had  joined  the  same  kibbutz  where  I  was  to  go.  Zsuzsi  was  not  a  Zionist.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  she  had  tried  to  fit  into  the  newly  developing  and  rising  communist  world. 
However,  since  she  was  a  descendant  of  a  so-called  middle  class  family,  the  regime 
rejected  her  quest.  So,  she  got  mad  and  decided  to  leave  Hungary.  She  turned  to  me 
asking  if  I  was  going  to  Israel.  When  I  said  yes,  she  shortly  answered:  "Well,  I  will  go 
with  you."  So  I  arranged  for  her  to  cross  the  border  to  get  to  Bratislava,  and  there  she 
was  attached  to  a  group  going  by  train  to  Italy  and  then  by  ship  to  Israel  and  the  kibbutz. 
The  kibbutz  is  where  she  met  her  lifetime  companion,  and  where  she  got  married.  Her 
husband,  Snifi,  was  from  the  Hungarian  speaking  area  of  Romania.  He  was  some  three 
years  older  than  us  and  was  a  Holocaust  survivor.  While  in  the  kibbutz,  he  finished  his 
university  studies  on  his  own.  As  soon  as  he  became  a  full-fledged  civil  engineer,  and 
the  kibbutz  did  not  give  him  work  in  his  new  profession,  Zsuzsi  and  Snifi  left  the  kibbutz. 
He  got  a  position  at  a  firm  involved  in  big  water  supply  projects.  She  got  a  job  as  an 
accountant  with  a  small  firm  of  a  relative.  In  a  few  years  they  bought  an  apartment  in  a 
suburb  of  Tel  Aviv.  After  seven  years  of  marriage  they  had  their  first  son,  and  less  than 
three  years  later  a  second  son.  By  this  time  they  bought  a  larger  apartment  close  by,  in 
Givat  Rambam,  a  suburban  town  of  Tel  Aviv.  They  raised  their  children  proudly  and 
well.  Snifi,  in  the  meantime,  changed  his  line  of  work  and  became  involved  in  the  newly 
developing  and  ever  since  tremendously  growing  field  of  computer  science.  He  became  a 
highly  qualified  software  programmer.  It  was  a  time  when  he  traveled  considerably  to 
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implement  some  specific  program  packages.  He  has  a  very  logical  mind.  He  is  also  a 
very  passive,  introverted  individual.  As  far  as  their  relationship,  it  was  something  to  be 
desired  -  in  my  view.  Zsuzsi  was  dominant  and  outright  abusive  toward  Snifi.  However, 
Snifi,  in  his  quiet  way,  had  his  say  and  did  make  the  important  decisions.  I  would  never 
have  put  up  with  the  language  and  behavior  as  a  husband,  or  partner  for  life,  that  Snifi 
took  from  my  sister.  It  did  not  seem  to  bother  him  that  much.  He  appeared  to  accept  it. 
At  the  same  time,  in  the  course  of  the  years  they  were  getting  along,  and  had  a  good  and 
satisfactory  life.  The  children  grew,  left  home,  got  married  and  established  their  own 
families.  The  older,  Rony,  who  was  crazy  about  flying  planes  ever  sincehe  was  a  toddler, 
made  his  career  in  the  Air  Force.  He  flew  model  planes  as  a  child,  and  military  fighter 
jets  as  a  grown-up.  He  also  provided  two  talented  grandsons  to  Zsu  and  Snifi.  He 
himself  is  a  somewhat  cold  person  and  my  sister  complained  about  him  frequently.  The 
younger,  Ami  is  a  much  warmer  and  mobile  person.  He  is  an  active  individual,  traveling 
all  over  the  world  and  doing  all  kinds  of  deals.  At  one  point  he  got  involved  in  selling 
balloons.  Pretty  soon  he  learned  where  to  buy  them,  how  to  distribute  them.  But  Zsuzsi 
was  unhappy,  because  “my  son  is  selling  balloons,”  she  said.  “That  is  what  he  is  doing 
with  his  life.  He  could  be  an  engineer.”  I  told  her  she  was  looking  it  the  wrong  way.  I 
told  her:  "Ami  is  basically  a  businessman.  It  is  just  presently  he  is  involved  in  selling 
balloons.  That  is  his  business."  This  seemed  to  satisfy  her  desires,  fitting  her  image  of 
her  son  better.  Eventually,  Ami  married  a  lovely  girl,  settled  down  and  had  two 
daughters.  They  lived  in  Tel  Aviv  and  Zsuzsi  was  an  avid  and  loving  grandparent  to  the 
very  young  granddaughters.  She  cared  a  lot  about  her  family. 

We,  my  sister  and  myself,  were  getting  along  well  despite  differences  in  our 
attitudes.  Over  the  course  of  the  many  years  we  were  always  there  for  each  other.  We 
helped  each  other  whenever  there  was  the  need.  We  could  count  on  each  other  in  good 
and  in  bad.  She  was  there  when  I  needed  to  stay  in  Tel  Aviv  twice  a  week,  for  two  years. 
At  that  time  I  lived  in  Afridar,  some  70  miles  south  of  Tel  Aviv  and  was  taking  night 
courses  in  Tel  Aviv  two  times  a  week.  I  had  worked  as  a  maintenance  mechanic  in  an 
orange  packaging  factory,  located  next  to  a  highway  that  led  to  Tel  Aviv.  Right  after 
work  I  used  a  taxi  service  to  make  it  to  Tel  Aviv.  Since  I  did  not  have  any  transportation 
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to  go  back  home,  and  Zsuzsi  lived  in  a  suburb  of  Tel  Aviv,  I  stayed  with  her  for  supper, 
overnight  and  also  for  breakfast.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  when  I  finished  the  course  she 
helped  me  to  find  my  next  job.  One  of  her  neighbors  was  the  chief  engineer  in  a  factory 
and  she  made  the  connection  between  us.  As  a  result  I  and  my  family  moved  from 
Afridar  to  the  same  area  where  Zsu  and  Snifi  lived. 

It  was  then,  when  she  made  one  of  her  attempt  to  give  up  smoking  cigarettes. 

One  day  she  paid  a  surprise  visit  to  us  and  left  a  pack  of  cigarettes  in  our  home.  She  said 
that  occasionally  she  might  come  to  take  one  cigarette  to  smoke  it.  Those  occasions 
became  gradually  more  and  more  frequent  -  until  she,  took  the  whole  pack  and  returned 
to  the  habit.  She  was  fighting  her  smoking  habit  most  of  her  life.  But,  when  I  saw  Zsu  at 
the  end  of  a  holiday  family  dinner  sitting  down,  after  serving  a  big  and  delicious  meal  to 
the  whole  family,  and  then  smoking  that  one  cigarette  -  relaxing  and  enjoying  it  so  much 
that  the  whole  world  could  turn  upside  down,  I  could  not  take  this  one  away  from  her. 
Apropos  of  cigarette  smoking,  I  realize  how  lucky  I  am  that  I  never  got  used  to  it.  It  was 
a  temptation  when  in  Budapest,  just  after  the  war,  cigarettes  were  rationed  to  me,  too.  I 
started  smoking,  thinking  that  I  was  a  “big  boy”  and  hoping  to  get  the  girls.  But  it  neither 
helped  me  to  get  acquainted  with  girls,  nor  tasted  good.  It  felt  rather  stupid.  After  a 
couple  of  weeks  I  gave  up  on  smoking.  I  never  got  used  to  it.  Instead  I  sold  my  rations 
of  the  cigarettes.  It  was  a  better  deal.  Zsu  also  eventually  gave  up  smoking  completely, 
but  only  some  30  years  later. 

Many  years  later,  when  our  son  Gaby  returned  from  the  US  and  served  in  the 
Israeli  Army,  Zsu  became  a  devoted  substitute  mother  to  him.  She  really  looked  after 
him  and,  took  care  of  him.  When  Chana  and  I  were  separated,  although  my  sister  did  not 
quite  understand  why  and  did  not  agree  with  me  on  the  subject,  nevertheless  she  was 
supportive  and  accepted  it  de  facto.  She  stayed  friends  with  both  of  us.  Chana  and  I 
could  stay  with  her  and  her  husband  at  their  place,  separately  of  course,  whenever  we 
visited  in  Israel.  When  the  time  came,  Zsu  also  was  a  devoted  daughter  to  have  our 
mother  living  with  her  for  some  six  to  seven  years.  However  this  "devotion"  was  not  so 
much  voluntary  and  was  not  so  much  from  love.  When  my  sister,  took  mother  in  it  was 
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following  nearly  twenty  years  of  living  only  a  couple  of  blocks  away  from  each  other. 
During  this  period  mother  was  a  frequent  visitor  in  my  sister's  house.  Sometimes  it  was, 
too  frequent,  especially  in  later  years.  But,  the  point  is,  she  also  was  always  a  visitor. 

My  mother  always  acted  as  a  guest  and  never  behaved  casually,  like  being  at  home.  She 
never  went  out  to  the  kitchen  to  get  even  a  glass  of  water.  She  always  expected  to  be 
offered  and  served;  she  never  prepared  something  for  herself  or  anybody  else  for  that 
matter.  Of  course,  in  the  early  years  her  living  close  was  convenient  for  Zsu  as  she  was 
baby-sitting  for  her  children  when  they  were  small.  However,  their  relations  were 
somewhat  full  of  animosity  toward  each  other  during  all  those  years.  There  were  always 
complaints  about  each  other.  I  do  remember  on  my  last  visit  when  mother  still  lived  on 
her  own,  she  came  over  to  my  sister's  home  "to  visit"  while  I  was  there  and  she  brought  a 
bottle  of  wine  to  my  sister.  My  sister  was  steaming  and  she  told  me  in  the  kitchen  away 
from  my  mother’s  hearing: 

"See,  what  she  did." 

"What  did  she  do?”  I  asked,  innocently. 

"She  brought  this,”  was  the  angry  answer. 

"What  is  that?”  I  asked,  again  naively. 

"A  bottle  of  wine, ...  don't  you  see?”  she  answered  again. 

"I  see  it,  but  then  ...  what  is  wrong  with  that?" 

"Why  is  she  bringing  a  bottle  of  wine?”  she  asked,  rhetorically. 

"Why  not?”  I  asked  and  looked  at  her,  calmly. 

"Because  ...  she  does  not  need  to  bring  anything." 

"No,  she  does  not  need  to,  I  agree  on  this." 

"Besides,  I  know  she  had  this  wine  for  some  time  and  she  just  did  not  know  what 
to  do  with  it,”  she  stressed. 

"It  might  be,”  I  replied,  “but  what  difference  does  it  make?  Maybe,  she  just 
wanted  to  do  some  nice  thing.  That's  all.  Why  not  just  say  'thank  you,  it  was  nice  of  you 
to  bring  it',  and  this  would  settle  the  whole  thing  instead  of  making  an  issue.  Then  you 
can  drink  it,  serve  it,  or  if  the  wine  is  so  terrible,  spill  it  out  when  she  does  not  see  it." 

To  top  the  story,  when  an  hour  or  so  later  it  was  time  for  mother  to  leave  I  offered 
to  walk  her  home.  As  soon  as  we  left  and  were  on  the  street  mother  opened  up  by  saying: 
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"You  see  what  she  is  doing." 

"What  is  she  doing?”  I  asked,  again  innocently. 

"She  is  making  a  big  fuss  to  me  about  bringing  a  bottle  of  wine,”  she  answered, 
quite  angrily. 

"Mother,”  I  said,  “I  noticed,  but  I  just  would  ignore  her  bickering.  You  should 
continue  to  bring  anything,  and  whatever,  if  you  feel  like  it.  You  are  not  going  to  change 
her,  or  yourself.  It  is  not  worth  it  to  be  angry  about  such  things.  Period." 

That  reflects  pretty  well  how  they  could  make  an  issue  of  just  about  anything. 

The  one  problem  is  that  Zsu  is  very  much  like  our  mother.  But,  I  would  never 
dare  to  tell  Zsu  that,  because  she  would  never  admit  it.  Our  mother  was  a  fairly  cold 
person,  quite  negative  and  for  some  reason  she  was  angry  at  the  world.  She  found 
something  wrong  with  just  about  everything.  In  those  regards,  my  sister  was  different. 
Zsuzsi  was  a  warm,  kind  and  friendly  individual.  Mother  tried  to  change  by  her  older 
age,  but  it  came  too  late  and  she  suffered  for  it.  She  completely  ignored  her  own  siblings. 
She  did  not  seem  to  care  about  either  her  twin  sister,  who  was  an  artist  living  in  Paris,  or 
her  younger  sister  who  had  a  son  (my  cousin)  living  in  Buenos  Aires.  Neither  did  she 
keep  in  touch  with  any  other  family  members  nor  the  few  old-time  friends.  It  was  my 
father  who  kept  up  the  connections,  as  long  as  he  lived.  Zsu  and  I  thought  that  our 
brother,  Laci,  in  Budapest  was  her  favorite  child.  However,  he  denied  it.  Mother  was  a 
complex,  and  other-than-average  woman.  She  was  very  intelligent,  cultured  and  well 
read,  although  very  selective  to  the  point  of  being  a  culture  snob.  She  had  an  excellent 
memory,  specifically  when  she  was  interested  to  remember,  and  had  a  superb  sense  for 
languages.  She  was  the  most  impatient  and  intolerant  person  I  ever  knew.  I  never 
learned  anything  from  her,  as  a  result.  She  had  no  patience  to  teach.  She  was  an  excellent 
card  player,  specifically  bridge  player.  But  I  could  not  learn  it  (or  other  things)  from  her, 
since  she  would  jump  on  me:  "Don’t  you  see  it?  You  are  stupid.  Don't  you  remember 
the  cards  from  before?”  she  used  to  shout  at  me.  I  remember  back  when  Gaby,  her 
grandson,  was  maybe  8  years  old,  and  we  visited  her  in  the  store  where  she  worked  in 
Jerusalem  where  they  lived  at  that  time.  It  was  a  bakery  and  candy  store  with  all  kinds  of 
sweet  stuff.  She  wanted  to  be  nice  and  told  Gaby  that  he  could  choose  anything  he 
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wanted.  Gaby  looked  around  and  selected  a  dry  brioche.  My  mother  got  so  angry  and 
yelled  at  him:  “You  dumb,  you  ...  how  could  you  choose  a  cheap,  dry,  tasteless  brioche, 
when  there  are  so  many  fine  things  around?”  She  hardly  could  settle  down,  and  Gaby 
was  of  course  puzzled  and  paralyzed.  It  was  in  those  much  later  years  that  she  suddenly, 
out  of  the  blue,  disclosed  her  expectation  of  me  by  saying:  "I  thought  you  would  get  the 
Nobel  Prize,  by  now.  But,  it  looks  like  you  will  never  receive  it,  will  you?"  Of  course, 
there  was  nothing  of  the  sort  in  the  offering.  At  one  point  I  asked  her  whether  she  was 
interested  in  finding  a  companion  to  share  her  life  with.  Her  answer  was  quite  negative. 
“What  do  I  need  a  man  for,  to  have  him  play  with  my  breasts?”  she  asked.  “Where  do  I 
find  a  man  like  your  father  was?”  -  she  added.  I  am  not  sure  she  fully  meant  it,  but  it 
would  not  make  a  difference  anyway.  She  was  also  a  very  industrious  and  diligent 
person,  and  kept  working,  assisting  other  older  people,  until  the  very  end. 

One  day,  when  she  was  about  86  years  old.  Mother  collapsed  in  her  home  and 
there  was  a  sudden  decline  in  her  health.  Old  age  had  caught  up  with  her.  She  moved  in 
with  my  sister.  What  our  mother  thought  of  as  being  temporary,  became  permanent  for 
the  rest  of  her  life.  What  my  sister  and  others  thought  could  be  a  year  or  two,  was  six 
years.  For  the  most  part  it  did  require  a  great  amount  of  adherence,  constant  cognizance. 
Mother  needed  increasingly  larger  doses  of  care,  and  growing  amounts  of  nursing. 

Zsuzsi  provided  all  that.  It  was  a  lot:  it  meant  lots  of  work,  burden,  and  being  tied  down 
all  the  time.  She  had  some  help,  but  she  was  not  as  free  to  come  and  go  as  she  could  be 
after  her  children  grew  up  and  left  the  house.  But,  she  also  kept  control  over  mother’s 
affairs.  She  wanted  no  interference  what  and  how  to  conduct  mother's  life.  On  one  end 
she  talked  on  and  on  about  her  commitment  and  difficult  task.  But  on  the  other  end  she 
did  not  accept  any  idea  to  help  to  ease  her  burden.  There  was  no  financial  load,  as 
mother  had  some  money  and  some  income  to  cover  the  extra  expenses.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  Zsuzsi  was  very  much  irritated  when  I  inquired  about  the  money  situation  in  order  to 
figure  out  what  was  needed  and  what  could  be  done.  The  plain  truth  is  that  Zsuzsi  had 
some  earnings,  and  financial  benefit  from  keeping  mother  in  her  home.  However,  it 
might  not  cover  the  time  and  effort  she  put  in.  Nevertheless,  she  just  kept  blaming  us, 
that  is  myself  and  Laci,  our  brother  in  Hungary.  She  repeatedly  stated  we  had  it  easy, 
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because  we  did  not  have  to  take  care  of  her.  But,  she  did  not  accept  any  participation  and 
suggestion  for  possible  solutions.  She  did  not  even  allow  a  couple-of-weeks  vacation  for 
herself  and  her  husband.  She  did  not  like  to  talk  about  mother's  medical  conditions  and 
difficulties.  She  knew  better  than  the  doctors  and  wanted  no  opinion  from  us.  Of  course 
this  attitude  of  hers  alienated  us.  Although  she  did  deserve  all  due  credit  for  her  devotion 
and  labor  associated  with  mother,  we  ended  up  with  arguments  and  bad  feelings. 

It  came  to  a  crescendo  when  mother  died,  and  just  following  her  burial.  When  I 
called  a  couple  days  later  to  inquire  how  did  things  had  gone  and  how  they  were  coping 
her  immediate  reaction  was  once  again  finding  fault  and  blame.  "Why  did  you  not  call 
right  away  after  the  funeral?”  she  questioned  hostilely.  At  that  point  I  lost  my  temper. 

We  had  some  harsh  words  with  each  other.  She  repeated  her  accusation  that  I  was 
interested  in  the  money,  in  the  inheritance.  However,  in  a  few  weeks  we  did  come  to 
terms  and  made  peace  between  us.  Zsuzsi  and  I  were  back  to  good  relations.  It  was  not 
the  case  with  Laci.  Zsuzsi's  and  Laci's  relations  got  spoiled  and  stayed  spoiled.  Laci 
claimed  that  our  sister  was  and  is  very  insensitive.  He  complained  about  her  being  one 
sided  and  overly  subjective.  Those  claims  were  pretty  much  true.  Laci  said  he  just 
wanted  Zsu  to  offer  some  relic,  memorabilia  from  mother’s  estate.  He  said  he  did  not 
care  about  the  money.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  was  a  will  (originally  prepared  by  my 
father)  that  called  for  the  estate  to  be  divided  between  Zsu  and  myself,  because  Laci  had 
already  gotten  a  good  portion  when  they  left  Hungary,  many  years  ago.  (I  also  need  to 
add  that  Zsu  at  some  point  made  the  statement  that  “actually”  all  the  inheritance  should 
go  to  her,  because  she,  took  care  of  mother.  However,  my  son  Gaby,  who  is  a  lawyer, 
took  care  of  “my  interests”,  more  or  less.)  But,  Zsu  just  kept  saying  that  she  did  not 
understand  what  Laci  wanted  of  her.  The  bottom  line  is  that  they  did  not  exchange  letters 
and  there  was  no  contact  between  them.  Regarding  of  Zsu’s  illness  I  called  and  wrote  to 
my  brother  informing  him  and  suggested  that  he  send  a  few  good  words.  I  thought  the 
circumstances  called  for  them  to  soften  and  to  come  to  terms.  He  did. 

As  all  the  above  thoughts  about  my  sister  and  mother  were  going  through  my 
head,  the  long  flight  was  coming  to  an  end.  In  a  few  more  minutes  we  landed  and  Gaby 
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and  Judit  were  waiting  for  me  at  the  airport  in  Tel  Aviv.  It  was  still  afternoon,  early 
enough  to  stop  by  the  hospice  where  my  sister  was  staying.  I  was  quite  anxious  and 
scared  about  seeing  her.  Although  my  son  and  daughter-in-law  were  giving  me  a 
summary  of  her  condition,  still  I  did  not  know  what  to  expect.  Then  we  arrived  and  there 
she  was.  She  was  sitting  in  a  wheelchair.  She  could  not  walk  and  needed  help  moving 
between  the  bed  and  the  wheelchair.  Her  left  side  was  somewhat  paralyzed.  She  was 
moving  slowly  and  kind  of  measured.  But,  she  did  have  a  smile  on  her  face  and  she  was 
quite  aware.  She  had  been  anticipating  my  arrival  and  we,  of  course,  kissed  and  hugged 
each  other.  I  had  my  mixed  feelings.  It  was  difficult  for  me  and  for  everybody  else  to 
realize  she  was  a  different  person.  She  was  quite  agile,  but  certainly  not  the  same  as  she 
was  hardly  a  year  earlier,  when  I  saw  her  the  last  time,  visiting  with  my  friend  Joyce. 
After  spending  a  couple  of  hours  we  went  to  my  son's  place  (where  I  stayed  for  the  ten 
days  I  visited).  There  I  met  Maya  and  Oryan,  my  two  granddaughters,  which  was  a  nice 
side  benefit  of  the  visit.  I  did  spent  most  of  my  time  while  in  Israel  with  my  sister,  seeing 
her  every  day. 

There  was  easy  public  bus  transportation  from  my  son's  home  to  the  hospice.  It, 
took  some  30-40  minutes  to  get  from  one  place  to  the  other.  The  hospice  was  situated  in 
a  relatively  nice  setting.  It  was  a  one-floor  building,  fairly  spacious.  It  had  some  40-50 
rooms  with  two  patients  in  each,  and  a  large  dining  area  and  a  lounge.  There  were  some 
limited  medical  facilities.  However,  there  were  professional  and  genteel  nurses  and  aides 
to  take  care  of  the  people.  It  was  kept  clean.  Well,  the  food  they  served  was  mediocre. 
The  surroundings  were  open,  you  were  free  to  move  around,  to  come  and  go.  It  did  have 
a  nice  garden.  This  time  of  the  season  the  weather  was  very  nice,  fairly  warm,  mostly 
sunshine  and  comfortable.  So,  we  did  spend  considerable  time  outdoors.  When  I  got 
there  the  first  morning,  Zsuzsi  was  away  with  Snifi  for  radiation  therapy.  But,  I  did  meet 
Kathy,  who  had  been  hired  and  came  specially  from  Hungary  to  help  my  sister.  It  was  a 
good  deal  for  both  of  them.  Zsuzsi  and  Snifi  got  a  maid  for  cheaper  than  they  could  have 
hired  locally  and  Kathy  made  more  money  than  she  would  have  in  Hungary.  She  was  a 
great  help,  as  she  cooked,  cleaned  and  she  washed  and  dressed  Zsuzsi.  She  was  a  young 
mother  and  in  this  way  she  also  helped  her  family.  I  did  not  have  to  wait  long,  maybe  ten 
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minutes,  before  my  sister  arrived.  She  was  happy  to  see  me.  We  were  sitting  in  the 
garden  and  talked  some  small  talk,  just  chatting  away  at  ease  for  a  while.  Then,  she  tired 
out  and  I,  took  her  in  the  room.  She  quickly  fall  asleep.  I  stayed  and  just  looked  at  her. 

A  person  arrived  to  visit  her.  I  introduced  myself.  She  was  a  teacher  and  a  friend 
of  Zsu  from  the  school  where  she  used  to  work.  We  went  outside  in  the  garden  and  we 
talked  about  my  sister,  about  her  sickness.  My  sister  used  to  be  a  secretary  of  that  school 
for  over  twenty  years.  She  apparently  was  liked  very  much.  Although  Zsu  was  retired 
for  number  of  years  now,  there  still  was  a  connection.  She  visited  the  school  regularly  to 
volunteer:  to  help  out.  Retirement  was  not  my  sister's  thing.  She  was  actually  somewhat 
lost.  She  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  herself.  She  felt  that  she  needed  to  work,  needed 
to  be  productive,  to  do  something  useful,  something  worthwhile.  She  did  not  need  the 
money,  that  was  not  the  issue.  The  point  was  to  be  busy  with  something  "meaningful". 
She  could  not  just  enjoy  her  retirement.  Then,  there  was  another  visitor  who  came,  a 
friend  from  the  so-called  Adler  Institute.  She  wanted  to  see  Zsuzsi  as  well.  The  Adler 
Institute  specialized  in  studying  and  teaching  about  geriatrics.  They  quite  aggressively 
were  involved  in  the  psychology,  and  the  problems  of  senior  citizens.  They  provided 
solutions  and  techniques  to  "resolve"  them.  Finishing  their  courses,  Zsuzsi  graduated  and 
got  a  diploma.  It,  took  a  number  of  years  and  she  was  quite  hooked  on  it.  She  could  do 
consulting  and  leading  discussion  groups.  And,  she  had  done  that,  until  recently.  As  a 
matter  of  fact,  she  had  earned  some  extra  money  with  it.  However,  the  important  thing 
was  that  she  felt  useful,  needed  and  kept  herself  busy.  It  turned  out  that  both  visitors  did 
not  have  a  chance  to  talk  to  my  sister  as  they  could  not  wait  long  enough  until  she  woke 
up.  However,  they  and  many  other  friends  from  different  aspects  of  her  life  kept  coming, 
visiting  and  expressing  their  concern  and  love  for  her.  This  did  not  include  all  of  her 
relatives  and  families  that  stopped  by  regularly  to  see  how  she  was  doing.  Of  course, 
Snifi  was  there  twice  a  day,  although  he  went  back  to  do  some  work  as  well.  He  had  a 
hard  time  accepting  retirement,  as  well.  That  is  because  he  did  not  have  any  other 
interests  in  his  life,  at  that  time  anyway.  Even  our  brother  in  Hungary  showed  some 
emotion  of  softening  and  called  a  number  of  times  inquiring  about  her  well  being.  He 
wrote  a  conciliatory  letter  hoping  to  improve  their  rocky  relationship. 
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In  the  course  of  the  days  I  was  there,  my  sister's  condition  stabilized  and  even 
improved.  She  was  more  aware,  spending  less  time  sleeping  during  the  day.  She  started 
some  physical  therapy  to  learn  how  to  use  her  wheelchair  more  efficiently,  and  to  take  a 
few  steps  without  it.  We  had  a  few  talks,  nothing  major.  We  were  just  reminiscing  about 
some  of  the  past.  She  said,  why  don't  I  do  something  to  save  her  life,  which  I  had  back 
some  forty-five  years  earlier.  I  wished  I  could.  (The  cancer  is  stronger  than  the  Germans 
were.)  She,  of  course,  also  knew  it  was  not  possible.  She  did  mention  about  her 
"sacrifice"  regarding  our  mother  and  about  her  justification  for  financial  advantage.  Of 
course,  I  did  not  respond.  Mostly  we  talked  about  the  day-by-day  things,  about  the 
people  around  us  and  about  nothing.  It  so  happened  that  one  of  the  major  holidays  was 
coming  up.  It  was  Rosh  Hashana,  the  Jewish  New  Year.  They  decided  that  she  could  go 
home  from  the  hospice  and  celebrate  it  with  her  family.  Her  sons,  took  her  home.  They 
physically  carried  her  up  the  two  flights  to  her  apartment.  It  was  quite  a  task.  There  was 
discussion  about  what  kind  of  arrangements  will  be  needed  to  accommodate  her,  “when 
she  will  be  coming  home  permanently.”  Much  as  everybody  knew,  inside,  that  this 
would  never  happen.  However,  the  holiday  meal  went  very  well,  as  we  heard  afterward. 
All  had  a  good  time.  But,  she  wanted  to  be  back  at  the  hospice  for  the  night  following 
the  holiday  celebration.  She  felt  safer  there. 

As  for  myself,  I  had  the  Rosh  Hashana  dinner  with  my  close  family.  That  is  with 
my  son,  his  wife,  and  their  two  daughters.  We  had  a  very  pleasant  holiday  dinner,  as 
usual,  at  Gaby’s  in-laws’  home.  The  in-laws,  the  other  grandparents,  live  in  a  small 
house  two  blocks  away,  just  down  the  street.  There  is  a  close  connection.  A  warm 
relationship  exists  between  them.  My  son's  immediate  family  is  also  a  closely  knit,  well 
controlled  and  warm  family.  Gaby  is  a  successful  lawyer,  and  he  has  a  law  firm.  As 
busy  as  he  is,  and  he  is,  he  always  finds  the  time  to  take  care  of  his  family's  needs.  His 
wife,  Judit,  is  a  well-educated  and  very  devoted  person.  She  does  have  good  taste,  (she 
married  my  son,  did  she  not?),  and  she  possesses  artistic  qualities.  I  always  say  that  she 
was  supposed  to  be  an  interior  decorator.  I  certainly  would  let  her  decorate  my  house  if 
she  lived  close  enough.  Unfortunately  they  live  some  8000  miles  away.  The  only 
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problem  that  I  know  of  is  that  she  had  a  difficult  time  getting  pregnant  and  after  the 
second  child  she  could  not  hold  on  to  a  baby.  They  really  wanted  another  -  a  third  child  - 
but  she  had  a  couple  of  miscarriages.  There  were  the  two  very  talented  daughters:  Maya, 
who  was  17  years  old  and  Oryan  close  to  13.  I  certainly  had  a  very  pleasant  stay  in  their 
home.  I  enjoyed  spending  a  little  time  with  everybody  there.  It  was  a  good  chance  to  be 
with  them  and  get  to  know  each  of  them  a  little  better.  Within  the  ten  days  I  did  take  off 
a  half  a  day  to  visit  my  old  time  friend,  Naomi.  She  is  the  one  that  I  knew  from  my  last 
workplace  in  Israel,  since  some  35  years  ago.  We  have  keept  in  touch  by  continual 
correspondence  ever  since.  This  is  an  everlasting  friendship,  and  I  could  not  resist,  being 
in  Israel  and  stopping  in  her  place  to  see  her. 

Just  a  couple  of  days  following  the  holiday  it  was  time  to  say  good-by.  Of  course, 
the  good-by  to  my  sister  was  extremely  difficult  knowing  that  it  was  the  last  time  (most 
likely)  that  I  would  ever  see  her.  I  stayed  with  her  until  the  evening,  until  well  after  she 
fell  asleep.  I  watched  her  for  a  while.  Then,  with  a  heavy  heart  I  left.  The  following 
morning,  very  early,  my  son,  took  me  out  to  the  airport.  We  had  a  little  more  talk,  as  it  is 
usually  the  case,  then  I  said  good-by  to  him.  It  was  time  to  go  up  in  the  terminal,  go 
through  the  border  check,  embark  and  fly  back  to  the  States. 

In  the  following  couple  of  months  Zsuzsi's  condition  did  not  change  much.  She 
continued  to  receive  radiation  therapy  for  a  while,  which  may  or  may  not  have  helped. 
But,  there  was  nothing  else  they  could  do.  I  kept  in  touch  with  her  weekly  over  the 
phone.  Our  mutual  birthday,  December  the  1st,  passed  without  fanfare.  We  wished  each 
other  the  best ...  almost,  as  usual.  Then  later  in  December  her  condition  started 
deteriorating  quite  rapidly.  Most  of  the  time,  when  I  called  either  we  talked  just  very 
briefly  or  she  was  asleep  and  we  did  not  talk  at  all.  At  one  point,  when  we  talked  briefly 
Zsuzsi  said  she  wanted  to  see  me.  Maybe  I  should  jump  on  the  plane  and  see  her  one 
more  time,  but  she  did  not  repeat  the  request.  And,  then  on  January  the  6th,  Saturday,  I 
got  the  phone  call  that  Zsuzsi  was  deceased.  She  fell  into  a  coma  a  couple  of  days  earlier, 
and  never  woke  up,  just  quietly  passed  away.  They  posed  me  the  question  whether  I 
wanted  to  come  for  her  funeral.  I  did  not  want  to  fly  there,  which  would  have  been 
difficult  since  we  happened  to  have  one  of  those  severe  snow  storms  and  the  airports  all 
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over  were  closed  down.  And,  I  had  seen  her,  when  she  was  still  alive  and  pretty  much 
aware,  and  we  did  spend  a  little  time  together.  I  have  heard  that  there  were  some  two 
hundred  people  gathered  at  her  funeral  and  it  was  quite  an  event.  She  did  have  lots  of 
people,  some  relatives  and  many  friends  who  cared  about  her.  At  the  end  I  felt  sorry  that 
I  was  not  a  part  of  saying  farewell  to  my  sister.  Afterward  I  felt  that  I  should  have  been 
there,  too.  She  certainly  was  a  very  lively  person  and  we  all  will  miss  her  a  lot.  Her 
memory  will  stay  with  us  forever.  When  I  got  the  phone  call  I  called  my  brother  to  talk 
to  him;  he  already  knew  it.  But,  I  wanted  to  share  it  with  him,  anyway.  He  wrote  a  letter 
to  me  and  I  wanted  to  translate  and  quote  from  it.  It  said:  "I  am  glad  that  I  wrote  a  letter 
to  Zsuzsi  still  in  time.  And,  if  she  still  comprehended  it  and  it  has  any  importance, 
perhaps  she  did  not  die  with  anger  in  her  heart.  To  be  more  exact,  in  my  opinion,  with 
anger  that  was  senseless  and  without  foundation.  However,  all  this  is  not  really 
significant  as  the  example  of  Snifi  shows.  Maybe,  there  is  no  husband  that  had  such 
intense  and  ever  ongoing  arguments  with  his  wife.  Despite  that,  they  had  a  good 
marriage,  looking  from  the  outside  and  from  a  distance,  with  two  good  sons  and 
grandchildren.  Today  there  is  no  more  heartbroken  man,  than  Snifi.  We  heard  that  on 
his  voice  for  weeks  now.  Were  there  differences  of  opinions  between  us?  Not  in  my 
view,  but  there  were  in  Zsuzsi's.  All  that  was  a  storm  in  a  glass  of  water,  to  be  smiled 
about  -  today.  Until  now  we  were  three  siblings,  true,  in  three  comers  of  the  world.  But 
now,  we  are  only  two." 

A  month  later  there  was  a  memorial.  I  did  not  fly  to  that  either,  however  now  I 
feel  maybe  I  should  have.  Maybe  I  did  not  want  to  recognize  or  to  attest  that  she  was 
gone.  But  she  is.  We  won’t  hear  her  laughs  and  arguments,  her  approvals  and 
complaints  ever  again.  In  the  following  months  I  searched  through  my  available 
photographs  of  her  and  her  immediate  family  members  and  events  ranging  from  her  early 
childhood  until  her  gravestone.  I  selected  a  bundle,  re-photographed  them  to  get  the 
same  size  and  assembled  them  on  a  big  board.  I  added  some  text  and  photographed  the 
whole  board  into  a  photo  collage  that  became  a  story  of  her  life  in  a  glance.  I  made  8"  x 
12"  size  copies  and  mailed  one  to  every  family  member  of  hers.  Some  family  members 
never  responded,  but  most  expressed  that  it  was  a  very  nice  touch.  I  think  it  was  and  this 
was  my  memorial  to  her  along  with  remembering  her  for  ever. 
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16.  THE  FINALE. 


It  happened  on  June  14,  1997,  out  of  the  blue,  but  I  did  not  even  fully  realize  what 
was  going  on  at  that  point.  It  was  a  Saturday,  and  we,  my  companion  Joyce  and  I,  had 
my  old  time  friend  Larry  and  his  wife  Laura  over  for  dinner.  We  had  a  nice  time,  but  as 
they  left  I  was  having  a  strange  feeling  in  my  right  eye.  I  did  not  see  with  it.  I  felt  like  it 
was  blind.  I  let  Joyce  look  at  it  and  she  did  not  see  any  sign  of  any  problem  -  she  thought 
it  might  have  been  a  detached  retina.  I  thought:  it  was  late,  so  it  was  time  to  go  to  bed 
and  we  will  see  what’s  happening  in  the  morning.  In  the  morning  my  right  eye  still 
exhibited  darkness,  so  I  called  my  doctor.  He  sent  me  to  the  emergency  room.  At  the 
emergency  room  they  did  not  have  an  explanation  either,  but  on  Wednesday,  I  was  given 
an  M.R.I.  (Magnetic  Resonance  Imaging)  exam.  Why  it  took  four  days  before  the  M.R.I. 
examination  was  given  I  can’t  explain.  Even  then,  my  eye  doctor  strong  demand  was 
needed.  I  do  not  think  an  earlier  examination  would  have  made  any  difference,  but .... 
The  M.R.I.  machine  is  a  kind  of  big  metal  tunnel  you  are  slid  into  and  out  of.  It  was  very 
noisy.  It  sounded  like  a  very  loud  ta-ta-ta-ta  for  a  good  number  of  minutes,  and  repeated 
a  good  number  of  times.  It  did  show  what  the  problem  was.  The  doctor  showed  the 
images  and  pointed  to  my  neck  area  on  the  right  side  where  the  main  artery  split  to  the 
face  and  brain.  He  explained  that  the  artery  to  the  face  was  just  about  fully  blocked  by 
cholesterol  and  other  “junk”.  There  was  hardly  any  blood  flow.  “You  have  had  a 
stroke,”  he  said,  “and  I  will  take  you  now  to  the  emergency  room.  You  will  be  admitted 
to  the  hospital  and  on  Friday  afternoon  you  will  be  operated  on  to  clean  up  the  artery.” 

So  I  was.  The  lack  of  blood  flow,  and  deprivation  of  oxygen,  killed  the  optical  nerves. 
Poor  Joyce  was  caught  in  the  frenzy  of  coping  with  the  situation.  She  called  all  over  to 
let  family  and  friends  know  I  was  in  the  hospital.  And  I  was,  for  overnight,  the  first  time 
ever  in  my  69  years  of  life.  It  spoiled  my  reputation  (never  stayed  in  a  hospital).  It  was 
not  very  nice.  Ethan  flew  from  Chicago  and  was  visiting  me  Friday  morning.  Other 


240 


friends  stopped  by  as  well.  Ethan  and  Joyce  stayed  with  me  Friday  afternoon  until  I  was 
prepared,  made  to  sleep  and  rolled  into  the  operating  room. 

The  next  thing  I  remember  was  waking  up  and  feeling  very  cold.  I  was  in  the 
intensive  care  or  recovery  unit  and  the  nurses  put  more  blankets  on  me.  Soon,  Ethan  and 
Joyce  were  there  and  I  started  recuperating.  I  was  well  taken  care  of.  Doctor  Leederman, 
my  surgeon,  stopped  by  and  said  he  worked  quite  a  bit  to  clean  up  the  artery,  but  that 
everything  went  well.  Saturday  evening  they  transferred  me  to  a  regular  room  and 
Sunday  morning  a  doctor  asked  if  I  wanted  to  go  home.  I  am  not  sure  what  was  the 
hurry,  but  I  surely  wanted  to.  The  whole  thing  was  over  in  the  jiffy,  except  that  the 
eyesight  in  my  right  eye  was  gone  forever.  Everybody  commented  that  I  was  lucky  to 
lose  only  one  of  my  eyes  to  the  stroke.  Well,  it  might  be  lucky,  but  I  could  have  been 
luckier  and  not  had  any  stroke  to  begin  with.  Anyway,  that  is  the  way  I  feel  about  it.  The 
whole  thing  was  so  fast  that  I  did  not  have  much  time  to  dwell  on  it  or  to  worry  about  it 
while  it  was  happening.  It  did  feel  good  to  have  Joyce  and  then  Ethan  around,  and  my 
friends  visiting.  It  did  feel  clumsy  afterward,  when  I  was  pouring  some  liquid,  like  oil 
into  my  car,  and  it  went  outside  the  oil  fdler  orifice.  It  did  take  some  time  until  I  learned 
and  got  used  to  the  idea  of  adjusting  to  this  slight  handicap  of  mine.  Every  time  I  pour  a 
liquid  I  have  to  pay  special  attention.  When  I  drive,  I  do  have  some  difficulty  to  see  my 
right  side  and  leave  (fortunately)  a  wider  gap  than  needed.  Similarly,  when  I  walk  in  a 
crowd  I  occasionally  bump  into  people  that  I  do  not  see  on  my  right  side.  Of  course,  it 
bothers  me  that  I  can  not  play  tennis  or  ping  pong  anymore  as  I  used  to.  That  is  since  my 
three  dimensional  perception  is  not  there.  But  maybe  with  time  that  will  improve,  too. 
However,  the  most  troublesome  is  the  occasional  fear  that  gets  into  me  from  time  to  time 
of  losing  my  other  good  eye,  of  going  completely  blind.  Sometimes  panic  hits  me  and 
the  thought  of  it  terrifies  me.  Otherwise  my  bad  eye  acts  normally,  blinks  and  moves 
around  and  you  would  not  notice  that  actually  it  does  not  see.  Now,  my  yearly  checkup 
on  the  blood  flow  in  the  arteries  through  my  neck  has  been  added  to  all  the  yearly 
checkups  I  have.  I  started  taking  medications  such  as  lipitor  for  cholesterol  control  in  the 
morning  and  coated  aspirin  in  the  evening,  routinely.  So,  I  guess,  life,  almost,  continues 
to  go  on  as  normal. 


241 


It,  took  over  ten  years  to  write  this  book,  my  life  history  of  over  seventy  years.  I 
picked  episodes  to  tell  about  some  of  the  milestones  and  happenings  in  my  life  time.  I 
am  not  finished  with  life,  but  I  am  at  the  turning  point  of  settling  into  a  somewhat  more 
relaxed  lifestyle.  I  am  on  a  more  even  keel.  Of  course,  I  still  may  have  some  twenty  or 
more  years  to  live.  Or,  I  may  drop  dead  tomorrow.  It  is  always  an  open  question,  but  I 
am  not  going  to  worry  about  it.  Yes,  of  course  it  would  be  advantageous  and  nice  to 
know  how  much  more  time  we  have,  what  the  future  brings,  what  to  expect  but  this  is 
always  an  unknown  and  open  question.  However,  I  can  say  that  I  have  survived  until 
now,  all  these  years.  And  I  say  survived,  since  in  my  view  that  is  the  name  of  the  game. 
Well,  surviving,  or  "remaining  alive"  has  its  many  forms.  There  were  times  when  merely 
just  staying  among  the  living  was  an  accomplishment.  During  World  War  II,  under  the 
Nazi  terror,  just  to  get  through  and  stay  alive  from  hour  to  hour  was  all  that  one  could 
expect.  There  were,  too  many  that  did  not  make  it.  Then  there  were  better  times  when 
survival  meant  keeping  a  certain  standard  of  living  for  comfortable  shelter,  food  and 
conveniences.  For  some,  survival  could  mean  to  sustain  a  certain  level  of  existence,  to 
hold  on  to  their  riches  and  certain  luxurious  lifestyle.  It  has  its  many  levels  and  shapes. 

It  is  our  drive  to  survive  on  the  highest  level  we  can  attain.  Freud  defined  life  as  the  fight 
for  survival  of  the  individuals  and  the  species.  Still,  sometimes  circumstances  or 
unfortunate  random  chances  do  cut  you  down.  Sometimes  you  just  happen  to  be  at  the 
wrong  place  at  the  wrong  time.  Other  times  some  illness  gets  you.  You  were 
unfortunate.  Then,  there  could  be  "fortunate"  occurrences  that  give  you  an  unexpected 
breakthrough.  You  just  happen  to  be  at  the  right  place  at  the  right  time.  You  called  to  be 
lucky.  It  is  up  to  you  alone  to  recognize  opportunity  and  move  along  with  it.  It  is  up  to 
you  to  navigate  your  life  and  take  action  when  it  is  needed. 

Undoubtedly  I  have  moved  around  significantly.  That  is  true  as  far  as  where  I 
have  lived,  but  even  more  of  where  I  have  worked.  I  moved  from  Hungary  to  Israel,  and 
then  came  to  the  United  States.  In  Israel  I  started  in  a  kibbutz  and  relocated  to  a  couple 
of  places  in  the  southwest,  until  I  moved  next  to  Tel  Aviv.  All  this  happened  in  15  years 
time.  At  least  in  the  United  States  I  have  lived  mostly  in  one  place:  some  34  years  in 
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Rochester  (except  9  years  of  it  in  Elmira),  and  still  ongoing.  There  is  no  guaranty  for  the 
coming  years.  As  far  as  my  workplaces,  I  ended  up  with  some  1 8  to  20  different 
employers  considering  all  the  continents  I  have  lived  on.  There  were  only  two 
engagements  where  I  stayed  six  years,  which  was  the  record  time.  It  is  hard  to  keep  track 
of  all  the  workplaces  and  count  each  of  them.  Of  course  one  can  ask  why,  what  is  the 
reason  and  the  motivation  for  all  of  those  changes.  The  vast  majority  of  people,  maybe 
90  percent  of  them  die  within  20-50  miles  from  where  they  were  bom.  Even  in  the 
United  States,  which  is  considered  to  be  a  mobile  society.  A  good  percentage  of  the 
people  change  where  they  work  2-3  times  at  the  most.  Some  stay  and  work  for  a  lifetime 
with  one  employer.  What  was  I  searching  for,  why  did  I  make  all  those  changes?  I  am 
not  sure.  I  have  to  say  that  over  the  first  half  of  my  life  I  changed  places  and  jobs 
voluntarily  most  of  the  time.  I  was  looking  for  to  better  my  conditions,  trying  to  move 
forward.  I  think  I  did.  Not  that  it  matters  now.  What  if  I  had  not  left  Hungary,  would  I 
have  been  a  good  communist  and  become  "somebody"?  What  if  I  had  stayed  working, 
let's  say  in  the  orange  packaging  house,  would  I  be  happier?  Probably  not.  Or,  if  I  stayed 
at  Citor  and  in  Israel,  would  I  be  a  different  person  today?  I  probably  would  have  less 
perspective,  and  certainly  would  possess  less  experience  of  the  world.  What  if  I  had 
stayed  at  Burroughs  Corporation,  at  least  until  the  end  of  them  (since  they  closed  down 
anyway).  Or,  if  I  had  stayed  at  the  big  X  Company?  Who  knows?  Just  for  the  irony  of 
it,  they  did  have  a  large  scale  layoff  just  about  four  months  after  I  left.  Would  have  I 
fallen  into  it?  However,  in  later  years  the  changes  were  forced  upon  me.  I  did  not  really 
have  the  choice.  And,  what  if  I  had  come  to  America  directly,  instead  of  going  to  Israel 
first.  Well,  I  may  have  built  up  more  career  and  may  have  reached  a  higher  position.  I 
may  have  even  become  a  president  of  a  larger  company  ...  or  it  might  not  be  any 
different.  However,  I  would  be  poorer  in  inwardness  with  less  intimate  insight  on  life 
and  the  world.  There  were  series  of  unfortunate  circumstances  that  cut  into  my  career 
development.  Like  the  top  managerial  changes  at  Mixco,  which  caused  my  leaving  the 
company,  or  the  cut  backs  at  the  Laser  Research  Facility  (a  job  that  I  loved).  These  were 
the  cases  of  the  so-called  “bad  lucks”,  but  those  things  do  happen.  Someone  just  has  to 
deal  with  such  situations  and  go  on.  Overcome  it  instead  of  blaming  the  world  for  it. 
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But,  I  do  not  believe  that  without  those  “bad  lucks”  I  would  be  a  very  different  person 
and  I  would  basically  be  in  a  very  different  situation. 

I  think  I  am  an  average  ordinary  man.  I  came  from  an  average,  middle  class 
family  and  that  is  where  I  remained.  I  survived  as  an  average,  middle  class  person.  This 
autobiography  (or  memoir)  is  a  testament  to  the  struggle  of  a  regular  everyday  guy.  Yes, 

I  do  have  some  extra  ingredients  which  may  put  my  life  into  some  interest.  I  do  have  a 
European  background  and  education.  I  do  posses  a  Jewish  origin.  I  did  go  through  some 
unique  experiences  and  have  learned  what  life  is  about.  And,  I  do  have  some  restless 
personality.  By  nature  I  am  looking  for  better  and  I  am  proactive,  when  it  becomes 
imperative.  I  have  looked  for  a  sort  of  perfection  on  the  job,  in  clubs,  in  my  home  life.  I 
put  the  priorities  on  what  seems  to  be  important.  Forget  the  details:  they  pass  away 
anyway,  and  soon.  We  do  have  to  remember  that  it  is  easy  to  look  backward  and  to  know 
what  direction  one  should  have  taken.  But  the  decisions  were  made  at  a  set  time,  which 
was  the  present  then  and  the  future  could  just  be  speculated  on,  but  not  known.  Then,  of 
course,  the  future  becomes  the  present  and  it  is  unfair  to  be  overly  critical.  The  reality 
and  the  conditions  were  certainly  different  at  the  time  when  the  decisions  were  made. 

We  just  need  to  learn,  and  learn  to  be  more  successful,  to  have  better  results  for  the  next 
time,  and  that  is  the  best  we  can  ask  for.  Sometimes  there  was  not  much  choice  and  I  had 
to  take  whatever  came  along.  I  had  a  career  as  a  manufacturing  engineer  involved  in 
processes  and,  tooling.  It  was  not  my  goal  from  the  beginning,  it  just  evolved  as  time 
went  by.  Who  knows  how  things  would  have  turned  out  if  I  had  been  involved  in 
research  and  development,  or  maybe  in  computers  and  software.  Nobody  can  really 
know;  there  is  no  way  to  tell.  Though  I  am  a  regular  person  but  still  not  a  standard, 
conventional,  or  typical.  I  am  not  exactly  cut  out  of  a  regular  woodwork.  This  has 
probably  become  evident  from  the  preceding  pages.  Like  most  everything,  it  has  its  both 
sides,  pros  and  cons.  That  is  the  story  of  my  life. 

Life  has  changed  tremendously  since  I  grew  up.  It  seems  to  me  that  from  the 
viewpoint  of  technology  the  transformation  is  many  times  greater  in  my  generation 
versus  my  father's  generation.  The  rate  of  progress  - 1  guess  you  can  call  it  "progress"  -  is 
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10,  maybe  100  times  faster  today  than  it  was  when  I  was  a  teenager.  It  is  evident  by  just 
mentioning  a  few  areas  such  as  flying  by  jet  planes,  computers  -  specifically  the  PC  and 
the  Internet,  the  biological  discoveries  along  with  the  genetic  manipulations,  the  space 
explorations  and  the  understanding  of  the  universe,  and  so  on.  Unfortunately,  I  do  not 
think  that  social  advancement  is  coming  even  close  to  the  technological  progression. 

With  the  advancement  of  the  technical  knowledge,  with  the  manufacturing  know-how 
there  is  hardly  any  sign  of  better  understanding  and  better  life  for  the  big  majority  of  the 
human  race.  The  standard  of  living  for  the  general  population  is  not  higher  than  it  was 
some  thirty  or  sixty  years  ago.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  it  is  lower  and  stagnates.  Let  us  make 
a  comparison  between  myself,  when  I  came  to  the  United  States  of  America  and  today's 
college  graduated  youngsters,  like  my  two  sons.  When  I  arrived  I  started  a  new  life, 
basically  from  nothing.  All  I  had  was  a  few  hundred  dollars  in  my  pocket.  I  did  have  a 
skill  of  mechanical  and  tool  design,  but  it  was  before  I  went  to  college  and  obtained  my 
degrees.  I  had  absolutely  no  problem  to  get  a  job  and  had  received  120  dollars  in  weekly 
salary.  It  was  a  low  starting  pay.  There  also  was  no  need  for  special  preparation  of  my 
resume  and  knowing  “how  to”  go  for  an  interview.  Just  a  few  weeks  after  I  started 
working,  I  bought  a  used,  ten-year-old  car  for  100  dollars,  less  than  my  weekly  paycheck. 
I  drove  this  car  for  over  a  year  and  a  half.  My  sons,  just  like  millions  of  other  young  men 
and  women,  start  out  with  the  difficulty  of  finding  a  job,  to  begin  with.  Their  pay  would 
be  like  250-300  dollars  a  week,  and  they  could  buy  a  ten-years-old  car  for  around  1000 
dollars,  3-4  times  their  weekly  pay.  I  could  save  enough  money  in  five  years  to  buy  a 
25,000  dollar  house,  with  a  down  payment  of  5,000  dollars  (1/5  of  the  purchase  price).  In 
today’s  salaries  and  cost  of  living,  it  would  take  them  ten  years  at  least  to  save  enough 
money  for  a  similar  house,  which  would  cost  around  100,000  dollars.  On  top  of 
everything,  the  college  graduates  are  hit  with  the  repaying  of  large  college  loanswith  an 
astonishing  8  1/2  percent  interest  rate.  My  older  son,  Ethan,,  took  over  seven  years  to  get 
a  better  position,  with  a  decent  salary.  Now,  he  is  making  more  than  what  I  was  getting 
at  my  last  position.  He  can  start  thinking  about  saving  enough  money  to  buy  a  house. 

My  younger  one,  Dani,  is  still  struggling  just  to  get  by.  There  are  many  tens  of  millions 
of  adults,  grown  up  people  and  heads  of  families  with  children  that  are  making  that  kind 
of  little  money.  The  amount  of  poverty  has  grown,  the  number  of  homeless  people  has 
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multiplied  as  we  are  counting  the  years.  At  the  same  time,  there,  is  a  thin  segment  of  the 
population  whose  income  has  gone  way  up.  Some  are  making  tremendous  amounts  of 
money,  going  into  the  millions  of  dollars.  The  gap  between  the  rich  and  the  poor  has 
widened,  and  keeps  widening.  I  am  not  sure  where  it  leads  and  how  it  will  be  resolved  - 
if  it  will  ever.  I  do  not  know  how  long  the  social-economic  system  can  carry  on  and  it 
just  may  fall  apart  completely  on  one  of  these  days. 

We  are  having  a  backward  situation  not  only  in  the  economical  aspects  of  life.  In 
this  world  where  science,  along  with  the  technical  knowledge,  is  moving  at  a  rapid  rate 
there  is  a  level  of  ignorance,  a  lack  of  reason.  Science  is  discovering  and  developing 
advanced  new  theories  on  the  universe,  on  the  human  body  and  how  to  fight  illness,  on 
how  life  is  evolved,  and  so  on  every  day.  At  the  same  time  we  are  not  moving  an  inch  on 
other  aspects  of  our  social  life.  There  are  no  changes  in  the  political  structure,  there  is  no 
movement  on  religion,  there  is  no  advancement  in  the  educational  system,  there  is  hardly 
any  progress  in  many  other  aspects  of  our  daily  life.  We  are  stuck  with  believing  in 
mystical  nonsense,  waiting  for  miracles,  and  supposing  there  to  be  a  heaven  somewhere 
“up  there”,  hoping  to  go  “there”  after  death.  The  most  disturbing  to  me  is  that  some 
scientists,  people  I  know,  are  deep  believers  in  God  and  in  the  rituals  of  their  religion. 
How  can  they  believe  in  the  reality  of  this  phenomenon,  while  they  know  the  physics  of 
the  world?  Just  recently  the  school  system  in  the  state  of  Kansas  ruled  favoring  creation 
over  science,  just  like  the  “monkey  trial”  of  60-70  years  ago.  How  is  it  really  possible  in 
the  dawn  of  the  twenty-first  century?  Even  on  issues,  such  as  the  relation  between  male 
and  female  there  are  misgivings.  From  one  end  we  openly  discuss  sexual  organs,  and 
activities.  Single  people  are  openly  engaging  in  sexual  behavior,  and  living  together. 
From  the  other  end  we  are  entangled  in  moral  constraints.  We  let  the  greed  of  people  to 
rule  the  day.  Big  steps  in  the  area  of  racism  are  still  marred  by  people’s  attitudes.  You 
can  bring  laws,  but  to  change  their  minds  is  a  different  matter.  It  goes  for  all,  white  and 
black,  Christians  and  Jews,  all  alike.  These  changes  are  very  slow  and  take  a  long  time  to 
take  hold.  They  are  way  behind  our  technological  advancement.  In  the  time  of 
environmental  problems,  when  the  earth  seems  to  be  becoming  smaller  and  smaller  there 
is  no  solution  for  one  of  our  biggest  problem:  overpopulation.  There  are  means  of  birth 


246 


control  with  all  the  conveniences,  but  there  seems  to  be  neither  the  awareness  nor  the  will 
to  use  it  in  way,  too  many  instances.  There  is  the  lack  of  family,  and  I  am  not  saying  the 
"old"  way.  There  is  no  going  "back"  to  the  old  way.  There  is  room  for  a  new,  a  more 
honest,  open  and  much  better  way,  but  we  need  to  find  it  and  work  toward  it. 

Returning  to  my  little  world,  in  the  final  analysis  of  moving  from  place  to  place, 
continent  to  continent,  there  is  the  question  regarding  my  family.  It  is  something  to 
contemplate,  to  ponder  about.  What  is  the  relationship,  how  do  I  rate  the  members  of  my 
family.  On  the  negative  side,  we  all  (physically)  spread  out  in  different  comers  of  the 
world  hindering  closeness.  The  extended  family  is  fairly  small  to  begin  with,  partially 
due  to  World  War  n.  I  was  left  with  one  older  brother,  who  lives  in  Budapest,  Hungary. 
He  is  married,  but  has  no  children.  He  is  retired  and  doing  all  right  as  much  as  I  know. 
His  wife  has  a  store,  which  keeps  her  (and  to  some  degree  him,  too)  busy.  We  do  keep 
correspondence,  some  letters  from  time  to  time.  We  also  enjoy  each  other  very  much, 
when  very  occasionally  I  visit  in  Budapest.  I  do  have  a  younger  cousin,  who  lived  in 
Buenos  Aires,  Argentina.  But,  the  last  I  heard  about  him  was  over  35  years  ago.  I  do  not 
even  know  whether  he  is  or  was  married  and  had  any  children.  I  am  trying  to  locate  him, 
but  no  luck  so  far.  My  aunts  and  uncles  all  died  out.  My  mother’s  twin  sister  lived  in 
Paris,  and  was  not  married  (except  for  two  years  to  a  famous  photographer,  Andrew 
Kertesz,  in  the  thirties).  As  an  artist  she  stmggled  and  had  a  meager  life.  Her  portraits 
appeared  in  a  book  published  in  1981  (11  years  after  her  death)  by  one  of  her  associates. 
We  are  actually  trying  to  find  out  more  information  about  her.  My  sister’s  family 
members  are  living  in  Israel,  also  far  away.  There  is  the  brother-in-law.  He  is  a  nice  guy, 
but  a  very  introverted  person.  It  is  fairly  hard  to  communicate  with  him.  There  are  the 
two  sons:  one  is  Ami,  the  balloonist,  living  in  Tel  Aviv,  who  has  two  young  daughters. 
The  other  Rony,  the  flier,  living  40  miles  south  of  Tel  Aviv,  who  has  now  three  sons.  I 
hardly  know  their  children.  By  the  way,  Chana,  my  former  wife,  did  return  to  Israel  a 
few  years  ago.  She  seems  to  have  mixed  feelings  about  the  merit  of  her  return. 

On  the  positive  side,  the  connection  and  the  love  between  my  immediate  family 
members  is  great,  nothing  to  complain  about.  My  own  immediate  family  is  spread  out,  as 
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well.  My  oldest  son  with  his  family,  including  my  two  granddaughters,  are  living  in  a 
suburb  of  Tel  Aviv,  Israel.  Gaby  is  a  lawyer,  and  presides  over  a  law  firm  with  3-4  other 
lawyers,  interns  and  secretaries.  He  has  a  recently  enlarged,  comfortable  and  fancy 
office.  He  is  working  hard,  a  lot,  many  hours  and  - 1  believe  -  he  is  doing  pretty  well.  He 
is  mostly  under  heavy  pressure,  but  loves  his  work.  His  wife,  Judit,  is  presently  studying 
to  be  an  art  therapist.  My  two  granddaughters  grew  up  8000  miles  away.  I  missed  all  the 
excitement  and  enjoyment  of  watching  their  unfolding.  They  have  grown  up  and  have 
become  real  persons,  without  me  ever  being  part  of  their  life.  The  occasional  visits,  the 
pictures  and  write-ups  provided  only  a  very  little  taste  of  what  I  was  really  missing  out. 

In  the  meantime,  Maya  finished  her  service  in  the  military  and  started  going  to  the 
University.  She  was  studying  movies,  script  writing  and  literature.  Oryan  has  just  about 
finished  high  school,  taking  special  theatrical  subjects  and  graduating.  She  is  looking 
forward  to  the  military  service.  It  looks  like  both  have  set  their  eyes  on  artistic  subjects 
in  the  visual  arts  areas.  Looks  like  all  of  my  offspring  are  getting  away  from  engineering, 
or  any  other  scientific  or  technical  subject.  Then  of  course,  I  do  have  the  American  side 
of  my  family:  the  two  sons.  Neither  of  them  have  married,  so  far.  Both  enjoy  their 
independent  bachelor  life.  Ethan,  the  older  is  living  in  Chicago.  He  made  his  career  as  a 
journalist.  He  was  an  editor-in-chief  of  a  special  Chicago  Housing  Authority  periodical, 
which  he  organized  and  started.  But  now  he  actually  publishes  the  paper,  since  C.H.A. 
gave  up  on  it.  Ethan  established  a  not  for  profit  organization,  and  obtained  funds  to 
finance  the  venture.  He  is  making  out  well  and  is  generally  happy.  After  living  with  a 
woman  for  several  years,  he  was  on  his  own  having  a  good  life  and  fooling  around.  But 
now  he  has  a  permanent  girlfriend.  She  is  a  lovely  Japanese  lady  and  the  relationship 
looks  fairly  serious.  The  younger  son,  Dani,  is  living  in  Los  Angeles.  He  is  still 
struggling  to  build  up  a  career  in  the  movie-making  field.  He  wanted  to  be  a  movie 
director  and  this  is  still  his  goal.  Following  freelancing  in  third-rate  roles  of  assisting  in 
various  movies,  he  accepted  a  job  as  a  web  site  writer  doing  briefs,  interviews  and  other 
stories.  He  needed  a  permanent  job  with  permanent  income.  In  the  meantime  he  is 
involved  in  putting  together  a  couple  of  documentaries,  and  similar  related  products.  But, 
I  do  have  confidence  and  I  am  sure  he  will  make  it  one  of  these  days.  I  do  have  excellent 
relations  with  all  my  sons,  even  if  it  is  mostly  long  distance.  (Maybe,  because  of  it?)  No 
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problem  there.  The  e-mailing  is  a  great  help.  It  is  a  chance  for  extra  communication  plus 
the  ability  to  send  papers  to  each  other,  too.  However,  it  would  be  much  nicer  if  I  could 
see  them  more  often.  Though  we  travel  to  see  each  other  and  spend  a  few  days  together 
from  time  to  time.  The  weekly  phone  conversations  are  fine  (although  quite  costly).  It 
always  makes  me  feel  happy  when  I  talk  to  them.  It  somewhat  frustrates  me  when  I  do 
not  find  them  home,  repeatedly,  and  they  do  not  return  my  calls,  repeatedly.  However,  I 
know  there  is  no  ill  will,  or  disregard  behind  it.  They  are  just  busy,  lack  of  time,  or  are 
exercising  youthful  casualness.  In  any  case,  my  sons  are  my  pride.  I  consider  them  as  a 
kind  of  achievement.  Each  of  them  have  their  character  and  a  lot  of  good  to  offer.  A 
warmth  passes  through  me  when  I  talk  about  them.  Although,  the  age  difference  between 
Gaby  and  then  Ethan  and  Dani  is  17  and  19  years,  respectively,  which  is  quite  a  bit;  and 
although  Ethan  and  Dani  were  pestering  each  other  quite  a  bit  when  they  were  small  and 
teenagers  -  by  now,  as  they  are  grown  up  and  have  become  mature  adults,  they  are  getting 
along  very  well  and  care  about  each  other  very  much. 

It  was  a  great  pleasure  to  have  all  three  of  my  sons  to  fly  hundreds  and  thousands 
of  miles  (respectively)  to  visit  us  for  my  70th  birthday  celebration.  It  was  a  big  event,  a 
sizable  gathering  of  family  and  friends.  Joyce  rented  out  the  so-called  community  room 
in  our  housing  development.  It  was  certainly  large  and  comfortable  enough,  well  suitable 
to  accommodate  the  whole  party.  There  was  food  like  pizza  and  drinks  like  soda  and 
beer,  and  a  nice  tart  called  “dobos”,  made  special  by  a  Hungarian  bakery.  There  was 
mainly  good  mood  and  atmosphere,  as  the  different  family  members  and  friends  met  for 
the  first  time.  The  credit  goes  to  Joyce,  my  closest  friend  and  companion.  It  was  her  idea 
and  she  organized  (and  financed)  the  whole  party.  Joyce,  I,  and  my  sons,  also  spent  a 
few  very  nice  days  just  being  together.  We  walked  in  the  woods  in  one  of  the  parks  as 
well.  We  kind  of  decided  to  make  it  into  a  habit  to  get  together  at  some  place  in  the 
world  periodically,  maybe  once  a  year.  As  far  as  Joyce  and  I  are  concerned,  it  looks  like 
we  are  living  together  happily  ever  after.  It  looks  like  we  are  enjoying  life  and  fitting 
well  to  each  other.  Of  course,  there  is  always  room  for  and  need  for  some  compromises, 
but  it  is  definitely  worth  the  effort.  Just  one  example:  she  is  a  vegetarian,  although  not 
adamantly,  and  I  am  a  meat  eater,  although  not  adamantly.  She  is  a  Unitarian,  and  I  am 
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Jewish,  but  neither  of  us  are  “great  believers”.  She  is  a  7th  generation  American,  I 
believe  of  German  and  Irish  origin,  and  I  am,  well,  an  immigrant.  We  both  like  to  travel, 
and  since  we  have  been  together  have  visited  a  dozen  countries,  and  a  dozen  states  within 
the  U.S.  We  are  the  same  age,  and  most  importantly,  simply,  getting  along  very  well. 

She  also  has  a  family  of  her  own.  She  has  four  children:  a  daughter  and  three  sons.  Also, 
they  are  somewhat  spread  out.  Her  daughter  with  her  husband,  and  a  son  with  his  family, 
including  the  two  grandchildren,  live  not,  too  far,  only  a  little  more  than  an  hour’s  drive, 
in  Buffalo.  One  son  lives  in  the  Philippines,  or  in  Thailand  depending  on  where  he  can 
stay.  The  youngest  son  lives  in  New  York  City,  where  he  has  a  good  job.  He  recently 
got  re-married.  Over  the  course  of  the  years  that  we  have  been  together,  her  family  and 
friends  have  become  my  family  and  friends  as  well,  and  vice  versa.  Well,  I  would  say, 
that  summarizes  the  state  of  our  affairs. 

The  final  words  for  the  finish  are:  sure,  I  could  move  close  to  any  of  my  sons,  (or 
Joyce’s  children),  but  which  one  and  where  to?  What  would  happen  if  just  in  case  we 
moved  close-by  to  one  (or  more)  of  our  children  and  they  moved  away  some  time  later. 
Would  we  move  again  with  them?  Or,  would  they  be  inhibited  to  move  because  of  us 
and  maybe  compromise  their  careers  or  happiness?  I  do  not  believe  any  of  us  would  like 
that  kind  of  situation.  After  all,  I  do  have  my  own  life  to  live.  All  of  us  have  our  own 
lives  to  live.  And,  for  that  matter,  that  is  the  name  of  the  game.  That  is,  to  survive  on  my 
own,  at  least  as  long  as  possible,  hopefully  to  the  very  end.  Survival  is  the  key. 

*  *  * 
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The  entrance  gateway  to  the  house, 
where  I  was  hiding  while  bombing 
dining  World  War  II 


111  , 

i  ipotvAros 


UPOTVAROS 


KHllI 

ipU. 


Haros*  ,  .flu  '-jiUUT, 

v  m,  Kerepesi 


ERZSEBE1  VARO 


■w  ■  «*%i  1 1* 

1MB  nui: 


Blahn  L 
fV«Sr 


T ABA'S! 


KAlvm 

X  I6r 


Baross 


Hegya'ia 


Ctrtiprux 


l"he  house  we  lived  many  years 
before  and  after  WW  II 
on  1  I Iunyady  Square 
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BUDAPEST,  HUNGARY,  with  the  Danube  river  crossing  and  separating 
Buda  (on  the  left,  west  side)  mid  Pest  (on  the  right,  east  side). 


The  View  ol  the  City, 
from  the  hills  ol  Buda 


The  comer  of  I  .rzsebet  Ringroad  and  King  Street 
Hie  busy  center  of  Downtown  area. 

(One  of  the  places  where  I  escaped  lrom 
the  line  as  Jews  were  led  to  the  Ghetto). 


My  Grandfather  (Schon  Joseph)  and  Grandmother(Klein  Rozsa) 
with  my  father,  uncle  and  aunt  in  1903,  when  my 
father  was  1 5  years  old  He  is  on  the  rear  -  right 


My  father  about  8-10  years  old,  with  his  mother. 


My  father  is  an  officer  in  the  Austro-Hungarian  army  during 
WW  I.,  in  1916. 


I  and  my  twin  sister,  Zsuzsi,  20  months  old,  in  1931 


With  a  Jewish  boy-scouts  group,  after  a  muddy 
climbing  trip  in  a  stalactite-cave,  in  Aug.  194  j 


'  I  roast  bacon  on  a  hike  in  March,  1943 


Tire  two  families  are  gathering,  my  mother's  and  father’s, 
(my  mother  in  the  lounge  chair  on  the  front  -  right,  and 
my  father  in  military  uniform  on  the  rear) 
on  Margaret  Island,  Budapest  in  1919,  summer 


Transportation  of  a  "1  lutter  boiler  through  the  streets 
of  Budapest,  by  my  father's  company,  in  1929 


- 


my  sister  is  sitting  at  front,  second  from  right 


“Three  of  us”  My  brother  Laszlo,  sister  Zsuzsi  and  I. 
in  about  1939-1940,  when  1  was  around  12  years  old. 


Class  picture  ol  4,h  grade  in  “Madach  Imre”  gymnasium,  in 


1943  1  am  sitting  at  first  row  most  left  1  am  14  Vi  years  old 


Hie  “Zionist  Gang”,  most  of  us  “worked”  in  the 
illegal  transfer  of  people  out  of  Hungary,  1949 
(Our  Hat  passenger  car  behind  us.)  I  am  at  the 
most  front,  (taking  the  picture  with  a  self-timer). 


I  and  our  newborn  son  Gaby,  Ghana,  my  mother ,  my 
sister  Zsu,  and  her  new  husband,  Snifi,  in  1953. 


I  work  on  the  field  of  the  kibbutz, 
watering  the  plants,  in  1951 


On  a  military  training  as  a  machine  gunner, 
while  m  the  kibbutz.  I  am  laying  at  the  front-left. 


► 


1  became  a  tractor  driver,  on  a  specialized  ” 
machine  for  the  vegetable  garden  planting 
“something”,  in  the  kibbutz,  in  1952 


Gabi,  our  son  is  just  past  3  years  old, 
in  the  l  ake  Kineret  (Galilee),  in  the  Kibbutz 


I 


Avn's  parents  in  their  new  home,  cca  1962, 
Givat  Rambam,  suburb  of  Tel  Aviv 


I'hc  three  of  us.  Chana  Ciabi  -  and  Avri 
in  Givat  Rambam,  after  we  moved  there. 


Avri  at  work  as  a  product  and  tool  designer,  in  1962, 
he  was  34  year  s  old.  in  Holon,  suburb  of  Tel  Avi\ 


Gam  and  his  new  bike,  for  his  Bar  Mity 
in  Givat  Rambam,  Israel,  in  1963  summti. 


Avri’s  first  car,  just  alter  he  moved  to  the  U.S., 
a  10  years  old  Ford,  in  Rochester.  NY  in  1964 


rhe  two  new  comers  to  the  family:  Ethan  &  Dam, 
2  ■/,  &  1  l/2  years  old  (respectively). 


i-  - 

Gabi  in  the  Zahal,  the  Israeli  Defense  Force, 


Avri  rides  on  bike  to  work 
in  Rochester,  1970 


(the  One  at  the  right),  in  1 970,  in  training 


three  of  our  sons,  at  Gabi  s  visit  in  Rochester 
watching  T  V  I  than  (4),  Gabi  (21 ).  Dam  (2) 


Gabi's  wedding  to  Judith  Bartal,  July  1975 
in  Givat  Rambam,  Israel,  (in  her  parents  garde 


Hie  grandchildren:  Oryan  (6)  &  Maya  (11),  in  1989 
In  their  home,  going  to  school,  Givat  Rambam,  Israel 
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(From  left  Ann,  the  Rabbi  I  than  Unknown,  Avri  Dani) 


with  the  ADK.  in  the  late  SO 


Givat  Rambam.  Israel  in  late  80  s 


New  York  City  in  1997 


Kthan  and  Dam,  the  two  brothers, 
hi  Rochester.  NY  in  early  90’s 


“Be  1  lappy” 

Avri  in  a  place  next  to  Albany,  NY,  in  1 984 


Dani’s  Bar  Mizva,  alter  the  dinner  party  in  Jafo,  Israel,  in  1983; 
The  family  (from  left):  Snili,  Ghana,  Zsu,  my  Mother,  Judith's 
father,  Dani,  Avri,  Judith'd  mother,  Ghana’s  mother,  Judith. 
Mava.  Kthan,  Judith’s  brother 


Ayti  busy  at  his  business:  Av  Consult  &  Design”, 
at  home  m  Rochester,  NY  in  1993. 


Joyce  <uid  Avri  are  having  a  party  to  celebrate 
“moving  together"  ,  in  4Ul  of  July  1994. 


All  the  sons  Dam,  Gabi,  1  than  came  to  observe 
Avri’s  7(),h  birthday,  in  Rochester,  NY. 


Photography 


at  my  visit  in  Budapest,  1 990 


in  Texas,  in  spring  of  1 997 


restaurant  in  TelAviv,  in  1994 
(This  is  the  last  picture  with  /.su 
she  died  a  1  14  year  later ) 


CsalaSi  Taro$at6 
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A  family  issued  a  memory  booklet  and  newsletter  for  my  Grandfather’s 
50*  birthday,  in  February  2nd,  1903. 

It  was  in  Budapest,  in  Hungarian,  with  his  picture 
“IN  MEMORY  -  TO  JOZSI  -  WITH  LOVE  OF  Tin*;  RELATIVES" 
On  the  right  side:  the  first  page  of  the  newsletter,  called: 
“Family  Tarogato”  (a  Clarinet  like  instrument). 


The  Marriage  Certificate  of  my  father  Schon  Marcel  and  my  mother, 
Klein  Erzscbet,  -  in  1  Iunganan, 
dated  August  12,  1920.  Budapest.  Hungary 
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A  certificate  given  by  the  Swiss  Consulate  to  say  that  my  parents  appear 
in  collective  Sw'iss  Passport,  thus  they  to  be  looked  as  persons  having 
passport  (This  was  one  of  Ralph  Wallenberg's  maneuver  attempting  to 
save  Jews  in  the  worst  times  of  the  nazi  prosecution). 


My  Matuntv  Certificate  of  the  Gymnasium  (High  School), 
dated  June  19,  1947,  Budapest 


MAY/JUNS  1978 


MANUFACTURING 
ENGINEERING 
PROMOTES  TWO 

Effective  Junt  1  Richoid  $  Wulkley,  Du«i 
to*  Manufacturing  Engineering  &  Oooliiy 
Control,  announced  fh*  appointment  of  Avro- 
hO*l»  Mtrhoeii  to  the  po*rti©n  of  Monoger 
Manufacturing  Enyrneviing  and  Roo«r*  Walo 
vogel  to  the  pen 
lion  of  Senior  Man 
uforttjring  fog- 
i*er. 

Andy  Michoeli 
joined  M  r  A  t  Q  *  * 
Method*  Depart 
merit  os  u  Prog  rum 
ninq  Engineer  in 

1976  On  Murct.  1 

1 977  be  >905  pro 
mo»*ti  to  the  po»i 
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A  i reborn  Mrcboefi 


Mon  of  Super vnor  Method*  Ser.icet 

In  hia  new  position  he  will  b«  responsible 
for  the  doy  to  day  services  and  engineering 
on  lli*  (>rodu(.lioa  fto«i  bur  ui>o  will  inuir* 
that  appropriate  monufoc*u",,i  technique* 
and  prtx.es se»  ore  planned  foi  before  o  cut 
tomer  order  *  plorefl  into  production 
He  .*  u  graduate 
of  rhe  Roc  better  In 
stitute  of  Tecbnolo 
gy  ond  hold*  o  8  S 
Degree  in  Mechani¬ 
cal  and  Industrial 
Engineering 

Andy  and  hi* 
wife.  CHona  have 
children  and  reside 
of  32?  Vitloge 
lane,  Rochelle.-  N.Y 

Sob  Waldvogel  hot  been  w.ih  Mixta  since 
975  He  hot  served  at  an  Induitriol  Fngr 
nee».  Co»t  Reduction  Engineer  und  Methods 
Enginee-  prior  lo  this  latest  promotion 

He  hold*  a  B  $  Degree  »•  ImJus bid  tn 
ginee*i  y  from  Ohio  State  Univarsity 

Bob  a  widower  bus  three  children  and 
resides  at  40 1  Eott  fl'ooklr  lone.  Rochester. 
New  Yore. 
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A  letter  from  the  1  lungarian  Patent  Court  to  me,  when 
I  was  10  years  old,  informing  about  the  need  to  follow 
specific  regulations,  how  to  prepare  the  material  and  the 
cost,  etc,  offering  an  instruction  manual  for  .50  Pengo. 
They  also  explained  that  my  father  should  be  involved 
in  the  process  to  make  it  legal  Dated  1 938 
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Given  by  the  Hungarian  State  Security  Police  J 
to  my  parents  inviting  them  to  appear  in  their  own 
interest,  in  sep  3,  1944  in  the  specified  office” 
datedsep2,  1944 

(hi  fact  it  was  interrogation  by  the  Gestapo) 


Star-Gazette/Monday,  September  2,  1991 


Bob  WdM«09*i 


A  wTite  up  in  the  newsletter 
called  “ IJGHTNIN ,  world  news’ 
about  my  promotion,  when 
I  worked  there  1 976- 1 980, 

In  Rochester,  NY 


My  Master  Degree  diploma  by 
Rochester  Institute  of  Technology 
issued  on  Ma\  27,  1978 


SIMON  WNHIH,  SMr  Oor*** 

IN  SEARCH  OF  WORK  Engineer  Avraham  Michaeti  62,  holds  one  of 
his  cover  letters  In  his  Elmira  home  Michaeti  was  laid  off  from  his  job 
six  months  ago  and  feels  his  experience  is  working  against  him  in  his 
job  search 

Being  unemployed  and  looking  lor  iob  appeared  in  the 
Elmira,  NY  newspaper,  just  before  I  got  one  close  to 
Rochester  and  I  moved  back 


